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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


JAMES EARL or CHARLEMONT, 


C 


CAULFIELD, were mine the chian father's vein, 

Or had I heir'd Tyrtzus? lofty ſong, 

Then might I riſe, to ſing the patriot throng, 

And hail thee firſt amidſt that awful train. 

My lyre ſhould ſound the plauſive crowd among; 

The copious tide of verſe ſhould roll along 

Thy honour'd name, and the rich-freighted ſtrain 

Bear thee, in future days, to many a plain. 

But Caulfield, know, not every clime may boaſt 

The ſpicy growth of incenſe-breathing fields, 

Nor ſtately cedars riſe on ev'ry hill; 

Yet, not the more, will ſages ſcorn the coaſt, 

That obvious flow'rs alone, and herbage yields, 

The ſimple neighbours of the ſparkling rill, | 
WILLIAM PRESTON. 


DyBLIN, Jan. 16, 1787. 


rl as AE > 


. ͤ Q ne — 


. e eee _ w_ 8 Id, f 3 


(GOOD manners ordain, that an author ſhould not 
intrude abruptly on his reader, without ſome little 
ceremonial, ſome introductory compliments. I am far 
from wiſhing to violate, and yet, I feel myſelf but ill 
qualified for complying with this civil and laudable 
cuſtom ; how can I ſpeak of the contents of theſe 
volumes ? ſhould I praiſe them, I incur the charge of 
vanity, do an outrage to my own candour, and perhaps, 
the reader may not take my word. Should I cenſure 
them, which I could do with more eaſe ?!—no—l can- 
not do that; ſome lurking remnant of paternal affec - 
tion ſtands in my way, and beſides, it is unneceſſary 
the reader will eaſily detect their faults without my 


viii 


aſſiſtance. I ſhall merely deprecate the imputation of 
ſelf. conceit; and apologize, under the plea of compul- 
ſion, for my preſuming to come forward with a collec- 


tion of rhymes, at a ſeaſon like this, when the public 


attention is hourly ſolicited, and kept on the ſtretch, by 


a dreadful curioſity, and the ſtupendous ſucceſſion of 
great and tragical events. To ſuppoſe, that poetical 
trifles produced in the boſom of retirement, ſhould, at 


this time, engage any ſhare of notice, would be an 


excels of vanity, into which none but an author could 


be betrayed. It ſeems that the preſiding genius of the 


moment calls on men, to act, rather than to write; and 
is morc bent, on furniſhing materials for future bards, 
than on encouraging thoſe of the prefent day. We 
actually behold paſſing before our eyes, outrage, and 
crimes, great and unexpected mutations of fortune, 
and pictures of exalted diſtreſs, that exceed any thing 


detailed in hiſtory or fable ancient or modern. 


If there is a mild and peaceful ſpirit, that wiſhes to 
withdraw, for a moment, from the ſickening and feroci- 
ous din of our preſent politicks, to forget the guilt and 
the ſuſferings of our fellow creatures, and loſe itſelf in 
the flowery walks of poetry, to ſuch, even. theſe trifles 
may prove acceptable. To thoſe, who are induced by 


ambition, intereſt, or principle to take an active ſhare 


in the buſy and eventful ſcene before them, I need 
ſcarcely apologize; for I ſhall not rob them of any con- 
ſiderable portion of their time; yet, if any ſuch ſhould 
beſtow a caſual glance on theſe volumes, I muſt beg 
leave, to aſſure them, that, I am a publiſher, in my own. 
deſpite ; and have undertaken this edition, as a mea- 
ſure of ſelf defence, not choice. I ſhall not appear 
very partial to my own productions, when the reader 
| ſhall be informed, that the only collection of my poems, 
which has hitherto appeared, is a ſmall volume pub- 
liſhed in Dublin, about thirteen years ago, by William 
Hallhead. It will be ſeen on inſpection of this book, 
that the author paid little attention to it, for, it is full 
of groſs errors of the preſs; and from that time, to the 
preſent, although, the work was ſoon out of print, and 
I had written many poems, of a ſubſequent date, which 
appeared in miſcellanies, or were handed about, in 
manuſcript, I did not trouble myſelf, to bring for- 
ward a ſecond edition of my poems. 1 was rouſed from 
this indifference, about the fate of my productions, by : 
finding myſelf threatened, with a ſurreptitious publica- 
tion, of many of them, in a ſordid and inelegant form, 
and filled with thoſe miſtakes, and groſs errors of the 


preſs, which too generally disfigure, and, indeed, render 


_ - unintelligible, Dublin editions of books. I was now re- 
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duced to the dilemma, of ſubmitting to the diſgrace of 
a wretched edition, and becoming anſwerable for 


 * Imputed traſh and dullneſs not my own.” 


Or of running the riſque, and enduring the fatigue of 
publiſhing my productions, on my own account, and 


under my own inſpection. - 


Having determined, to make my public appearance ; 
I have endeavoured to come forward, in a garb, as un- 


exceptionable as poſſible; and, with reſpect to the 


mere mechanical part of the work, I flatter myſelf, I 
have, in ſome meaſure, ſucceeded ; with reſpect to ac- 
curacy, and correctneſs of the preſs, I have beſtowed 
on it the beſt attention in my power, and have, beſides 
that, been favoured with the kind afliſtance of two in- 
telligent friends. At the outſet of this work, I was 
weak enough to hope, that our joint. cares might pre- 
ſerve it free from errors of the preſs. —Man propoſes ! 
My hopes and ſolicitude, on this ſubject, have been 


not only vexation of ſpirit, but vanity, It is ſcarcely 


poſſible for an author to correct the preſs for his own 


writings, with ſufficient accuracy; having great part of 


what is before him impreſt on his memory, and being 


perfectly familiar with the ſenſe of the remainder, he 


is too apt to read it over fluently, without perceiving 


X1 

the deficiency or redundancy of a letter or a ſyllable. 
I did not labour under this diſadvantage ; for, after I 
| had read the proof ſheet, it underwent the reviſion of 

my friends ; and yet, in ſpite of all our diligence, I 
find a mortifying table of errata neceſſary; nor can I 
pledge myſelf to the reader, that it contains a com- 
plete enumeration of errors of the preſs. 


The poems, in the following collection, are on ſub- 
jects ſo various, that I found it impoſſible to methodi ze 
them; ſomething, however, of a ſyſtematic arrangement 
I have attempted. The firſt claſs confiſts of poems, 
which have a ſatirical caſt, or a moral and didactie ten- 
dency, and come neareſt to the genius of ſermones : to 
. relieve the dryneſs of this divifion, I have ſubjoined 
light occaſional pieces, of an airy and ſportive turn, 
and ſhort epiſtolary fragments. Then, as higher in 
dignity, and written with more care and attention, ſuc- 
ceed ſonnets, love elegies, and other amatory poems 
in various meaſures. From thence, the tranſition in 
the climax is natural, to what I conſider as more vigo- 
rous efforts of the poetical talent, lyric poems of con- 
ſiderable length and comprehenſive plan. The grada- 
tion cloſes with dramatic pieces; and I have ſubjoined 


two epiſtolary poems, by way of epilogue to the whole. 


| wn 

The reader may be aſſured, that he will find, in this 
collection, every poem of mine, which J thought had 
the ſmalleſt claim to be preſerved, and even ſome, 
which in my opinion did not merit that diſtinction ; 
but, as they had already got into print, the edition 
might be thought imperfe&, were they to be omitted. 
The poems, which ſtand firſt in theſe volumes, are on 
trifling, local, and temporary ſubjects, and were pub- 
liſhed long ſince; they were well received, in their day, 
but now, I fear, will afford little entertainment to the 
reader, as the humour muſt have evaporated, and 
many of the alluſions become unintelligible. All that 
I can ſay, in my own defence, as to their inſertion, is, 


that I was diſpoſed, to reject them, and that, they are 


retained, in deference to the opinion of ſome of my 


friends, contrary to my own judgment. 


I am aſhamed, to find, in this collection, ſo many 
lines on the ſubject of love; I muſt apologize to the 
grave reader, who may think this ſubject unintereſting 
and inſignificant, by aſſuring him, that the little pieces, 
in this diviſion of my works, were the production of 
an early, and an idle period of my life; and that I have 
long fince repented of them, with other follies of my 
youth ; but, as they had already appeared in Hallhead's 


edition, I could not now with propriety ſuppreſs them, 


xili 


The critical reader, who may probably think the poems 
in this claſs flat and inſipid, ſhould be informed, that 
the whole blame of this muſt not be laid, at the door of 
the author; ſince, it, in ſome meaſure, reſults from the 
genius and character of this ſpecies of writing. Poe- 
try, on the ſubject of love, frequently ought to deviate 
from the general laws of good writing; ſo that, what, 
in other compoſitions, would be defects, may, here, 
conſtitute the chief excellence. The end of love poe- 
try is to excite paſſion, by exhibiting the perturbed 
ſtate of an enamoured mind; it muſt often reject, 
therefore, all ornament, all thoſe exquiſite and elabo- 
rate graces, that mark a ſpirit at eaſe freely exerting 
its powers. In this ſpecies of poetry, all muſt ſeem 
the ſpontaneous effuſion of a mind wholly occupied by 
a ſingle idea, careleſs of rules, little ſtudious of poetic 


fame, and deſirous only of expreſſing its emotions.— 

'The connexion of ideas ſhould be broken—the ſen- 

tences ſhort and incoherent—the meaning rather darkly 

| | hinted, than fully explained. Every line ſhould breathe 
the diſtraction of the writer, 


As to the lyric and dramatic pieces in this collection, 
I ſhall ſpeak more particularly of them, in the proper 
place. I now conſign my works to their fate, with a 
prediction, that they will be ſeverely criticiſed, or, pro- 
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xiv 
bably, experience, what is ſtill more grating to an au- 
thor's vanity, neglect and indifference. I am conſcious 
of their many defects; and I am ſenſible alſo, that the 
preſent period is highly unfavourable to the muſes. 
The extravagant diſſipation and political ferments of 
the unpleaſant times, in which it is our fortune to live, 
divide the mind, and keep up an hurry of ſpirits, and 
a feveriſh agitation, and diſqualify us for the gentle 
purſuits of poetry, which demand internal leifure, and 
ſerene tranquility of thought. I muſt add, that the 
taſte of too many, who have leiſure and inclination for 
literary purſuits, has taken an unhappy turn, towards 
the minute ſpirit of antiquarian reſearch ; whoſe only 
object is to rake into the duſt, and rummage old col- 
lections of lumber, for exploded traſh, and obfolete 
abſurdities, that time, and the good ſenſe of mankind 
had properly conſigned to oblivion; ſuch goſſiping 
ſtudies are unworthy of a liberal or manly mind ; and 
diſgrace the name of learning, by a ſtrenuous idlenefs, 
and unprofitable eagerneſs. I would not be under- 
ſtood, to involve in an indiſcriminate cenſure all the 
purſuits of the antiquarian; his labours are highly re- 
ſpectable, as far as they are connected with the ſtudy 
of hiſtory, and a more intimate knowledge of the laws 
and conſtitution of the country, in which ve live; but 
the rage of inveſtigating what is only an object of re- 


: xv | 
ſearch becauſe it is occult, and has become occult, 
merely becauſe it was inſignificant, is, in my mind, un- 
worthy of a rational being. 


I muſt alſo mention another circumſtance peculiarly 
unfavourable to my pretenſions, as a poet; namely, 


that nature and fortune have conſpired to fix my reſi- 
dence unalterably in IRELAND; and the Iriſh, with a 
number of good qualities, are yet, collectively taken, 
an unlettered people. We have few readers among us, 
and, of the few that do read, a very ſmall proportion 
are capable of thinking, or of judging for themſelves. 
A ſting proof of the little eſteem, in which letters 
are held in this country, is, that the legiſlature has ne- 
ver condeſcended to beſtow a thought or a care on 
them; and, that we are, to this hour, without any ſta- 


tute for the protection of literary property in Ireland. 


A ſtranger, who viſits DUBLiN, muſt be greatly ſur- 
prized, to find ſo large and populous a city fo miſera- 
bly ſupplied with books; and to ſee moſt of the nomi- 
nal bookſellers' ſhops converted into ſcenes of gambling, 
by the ſtyle and title of LoTTERY OrIcES. Juſtice 
requires, that I ſhould in this place mention Mr. John 
Archer, as a perſon deſerving well of literature in Ire- 
land; his ſhop is the reſort of men of learning, and 
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an extenſive and valuable repoſitory of rare and uſcfal 
books. 


I have treſpaſſed too long on the attention of my 
reader; it is time, to releaſe him, and apologize for 
waſting ſo many words, on ſuch trifles, as theſe poems, 
and their author. I have the vanity to hope, that, 
whatever may be my merit or demerit, as a writer, I 
ſhall appear on an impartial peruſal of them, a man 
of an harmleſs and not illiberal mind, and a warm 
friend to the cauſe of virtue, and to the rights of 
humanity. 
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Page 95, line 6, ſpere read ſphere. 
121, note dira read dirs. 
206, line q, foilaye read foliage. 
222, — 1, country read wintry. 
305, — 19, dele comma after like. | 


338, — 7 to read too. 
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ADDITIONAL ERRATA, 


Page 71, line 2, ſways read ſway. 

81, note, arcoy read areoy. . 
97, Ine 19, you read ye. 

100, — 10, ever-raving read ever-ray*ning. 

127, — 2, infant read infant. 

246, — 23, act read acts. 

259, — 28, dele two commas, and add one 
at the end of the line. 

319, Ine 10, bright read light. 

The two laſt lines of page 412, and the two 
firſt of page 413, ſeem to have | crept into 

the copy by miſtale, and ſhould be omitted. 
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Page 104, after line 22, inſert the following as a diſtin 
| | Paragraph. 


A wond'rous fountain midſt the fane aroſe, 
The tepid ſtream, involv'd in vapours, flows; 
A ſubtle demon o'er the well preſides, 

And guilty flames inform the boiling tides. 
Two mighty baths receiv'd its parted courſe, 
Of various poiſon, but of equal force; 

One, white as milk, ſubdued the manly kind, 
To female organs, with a female mind ; 

Its neighbour, ruddy like the wine-preſs ran, 
And bade the woman riſe a daring man. 

But both alike enkindled foul deſires, 

The ſtormy paſſions, and the raging fires ; 
Quick, burſting, trembliag, flaſhing on the ſoul, - 
No thought, no pauſe, no meaſure, no control, 
New from the ſpring, before the goddeſs' eye, 


Their alter'd pow'rs exulting myriads try. 


HEROIC EPISTLE | 
| Ts | - . 
DONNA ERESA PINNA Y RUIZ, 
| OF MURCTI 4, | 
| CO i 
RICHARD Twiss, Exc. F. R. 8. 
a or TRAVELS INTO SPAIN AND IRELAND. 
Young Adam Cupid, he that ſhot ſo trim, 
| When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar maid. | 
SYAKSPEARE, 
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HEROIC EPISTLE, ce. 
YE weſtern was, from ccean's belkin riſe, 
And bear to perjur'd Twiſs his Pinna's * ſighs! 
: Ye new-born gales, that fan the lemon groye, 
In clouds of eſſence wat the voice of love! 


* During my ſhort ſtay in Murcia, I ſpent every evening at the 
houſe of Donna Tereſa Pinna y Ruiz, That lady and her daughter 
were ſo obliging as to aſſemble all their muſical acquaintance, them- 
ſclres ſinging tonadillas and ſeguedillas, in a far ſuperior manner than I 
had ever heard them ſung before; the young lady had made a great profi- 
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. Ves - waft my ſorrows to th' iernian plains, 
And bid their author ſhare Tereſa's pains. 


Fly, fly, my nightingale ! the tale to bear ; 
Or thou, my parrot ! pour it on his ear. 

Ah! could my monkey ſwim the wat'ry Way, 
And grin my woes, and. chide his long delay; 
Or Cupid tune my lapdogs' little tongues, 
To how! in cadence ad Tereſa's wrongs. 


1 


Half naked, ſhiy'ring at the midnight air 
With mangled boſom and diſhevell'd hair, 
One ſocking-off—1 fit—and weep—and write— 
The ſtreaming tears have drown'd my taper's light. 
Where does my brave, my bazuicons Briton rove ? 
That ftar of courtely, that ſoul of love! 
What yielding-heart partakes the wand'ring fire ? 
Whom does thy fiddle * melt with fond defire ? 


tainment of the company. 


ciency in mulic, and accompanies herſelf with the harpſichord and 
guitar, as perfectly as a profeſſed miſtreſs of the ſcience ; ſo that it was 
with the greateſt regret I parted from this amiable family, which I did 


the 8th of May, | | f 
Twiss's TRAVELS through Portugal and Spain. 


* Mr. Twiſs was a very good performer on the violin. I dined once 
in company with him at the houſe of the late celebrated Gorges 
Edmond Howard, author of many poems which have never yet ſeen 
the light, though he bequeathed them to the lying-in-hoſpital, and 
compiler of many law books, which he has enriched with deleQable 
prefaces, Mr. Twiſs brought his fiddle and his books of travels with 
him, and played many tunes, and read many paſlages for the enter- 
Sir J. HaAwKINs. 


r LINES 
5 


Oft 
The 


5 
That fiddle, where the loves encradled ſleep, 
Squeak in its tongs, and thro” its ſound-holes peep, 
To mark their prey—then many a bow they bend, 


And many an arrow "midſt the crowd they ſend. 2 

What fair hibernian, with ſuperior charms, 5 3 

Withholds the wanderer from Tereſas arm: f 
Bleſt be the fates; that grac'd my charmer's bitth - 7 

With Quixote's gallantry and Sancho's mirth ! |, ' 

Oft in his form I've trac'd, with fond delight, 

The meagre graces of 1a Mancha's knight. 

What ſweet extremes adorn his various mind, 

Wild as the zebra “, as the jack-aſs kind ! 

Full many a tear for thee, brave ſtranger! falls, 


Full many a ſigh reſounds to Murcia's walls, 
Full many a lute-is tun'd to Richard's name, 


And many a ſonnet ſpeaks the Briton's fame. 


Return, return, ye lightly pacing hours ! | 
When love and Twiſs endear'd the murcian bowers, | 
When Twiſs, the ſlave of dalliance and deſire, 

Sung like a cricket + in his cage of wire. 


* Zebra, or wild aſs; — they never can be ſufficiently broke to endure 
a hit or a rein: —though it was attempted to enable ſix of them to 


draw the prince of Beira's chariot. 
| eK. 


I In moſt parts of Spain, crickets are kept in ſmall wire cages, 
placed on the window ledges; they are each in a ſepatate cage, with a 


bit of ſallad, and kept continually chirping. a 
510. 
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Each hour, each minute brought i its joys along, 


I 

Fandango, * concert, alamede, + or ſong. \ 
O ſay, ye groves !—and ſay, ye flowery plains, - 
Say, towers of Murcia, for ye heard his ſtrains, 1 
And view'd us ſcampering thro” the breezy ſhade, a 
When the fleet aſs the filken rein obey'd, A 
What youth like Twiſs the fiddle-ſtick commands, A 
Or bridles jack-afs with ſuch dext'rous hands? 1 
: VV | | Bi 

* There ate two kinds of fandangos, though they are danced to the 

ſame tune; the one is the decent dance—the other is gallaut—for in this | Ot 
gentleman's wecabulary, gallant is ſynonimous to indecent=——fyll of exprefſion ; A1 
and as a late french author energetically expreſſes it, „ eſt melee de cer- 4 
taines attitudes qui offrent un tableau continuel de jouiſſance. — This t 
dance is for two perſons, and much like the dutch plugge danſen. Ar 
* w. 


+ Alamede anſwers to mall. After the diverſions (plays) end, 
which is uſually half paſt eleven, it is cuſtomary to walk in the alameda, 


or mall, till midnight ; here I ſaw 4 
— donne e Donzelle, lad 
D' ogni eta, d' ogni ſorte, e brutte e belle. a l 
Among the reſt 1 obſerved ſeveral ladies who had fixed glow-worms, by 2 


threads, to their hair, which had a luminous and pleaſing effect. This We hy 
alameda, at Cadiz, is much reſorted to by ladies of eaſy virtue. 


mor 

IIIb. enq 

b | | huſt 

+ The ladies, both in Spain and Portugal, ride on burros, or jack- pub. 

aſlſes, with a pack ſaddle; a ſervant attends them with a ſharp ſtick, to | 

make the beaſt go faſter, when neceſſary ; if he goes too faſt, he ſtops | + 
it by pulling it by the tail. Gentlemen ride on horſes, ſervants on the 

mules ; as do likewiſe thoſe phylicians who have no carriages. | - 

7 Imp. Aiſhe 
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My dear cortejo *, ever at my fide, 
By night my fidler—and by day my guide. 


Well could he paraſol or fly-flap + hold, 


Adjuſt the veil that ſhone with threads of gold, 


For ripeſt grapes the mazy garden trace, 


Or huſh muſquitos from his Pinna's face; 

And graceful oft extended at my feet, 

And gazing up, with looks ſo fond, ſo ſweet, 
He talk'd—how britiſh dames on tea regale, 
Build the high head, or drag the ſweeping tail; 
Of tinſell'd roſe in ſilken flippers worn, 

And oftrich plumes that powder'd locks adorn; 
That flounce exploded quits the beauteous arm, 
And ſpreading hoops expand the power to charm, 
While faſhion waves her wand the ſtays to fink, 
And greedy eyes the full-orb'd boſom drink; 


_ diſhes, 


* Synonymous with the italian ciciſbeo ; I do not aſſert that all their 
ladies have ſuch attendants, I was one evening much ſurpriſed at ſeeing 
a lady with whom I had the day before been in company, when ſhe was 
dreſſed in the height of coquetry, make her appearance in a nun's black 


habit, with a leatbern thong, to which hung knotted cords round her 


waiſt. She told me ſhe had made a vow to wear that habit for fix 
months, by way of penance, for ſome ſins that ſhe had committed. On 


_ enquiry from one of her female friends, I found it was only becauſe her 
huſband bad forbid his houſe to her cortejo : ſo that the poor lady thus 


publicly teſtified her ſorrow for her ſwain's diſcharge, 1 1 


+ I bad the honour of dining at the houſe of the marquis del Bado ; 


the gueſts were all ſerved in plate; ſeveral pages attended with fly-flaps, - 


to prevent thoſe troubleſome inſets, viz. the gueſts, from ſettling on the 


Iz1D. 
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Their cards, their tickets, what devices grace, 


Their gowns what trimmings, and their caps what lace. 


Such ſweet diſcourſe the fleeting hours deceiv'd ; 
You ſmil'd, I gaz'd; you vow'd, and I beliey'd— 


Yes—on thy tale the fooliſh maiden hung, 


And ſuck'd the poiſon from thy nectar'd tongue. 


When, dim and pale, the ſun begins to riſe, 


He ſeems a muſhroom to the. failor's eyes, 


Then from th' horizon rears his ſhamefac'd head, 


And ſhews, a copper pot-lid, dim and red; 


"Till lifted high, and ſtrong in noon-tide glare, 


He thaws the traveller with his brazen flare. _ 
Thus love at firſt but faintly we deſcry, I 


It ſcems the muſhroom * of a roving eye; 


* This ſimile may be beſt illuſtrated by a quotation from Chandler's 


Travels: „To complete this wonderful day, the ſun before its ſetting 


CY — 
— * 


Lad 
- 


LI 
- 


was exceedingly big, and aſſumed a variety of fantaſtic ſhapes, It was 
ſurrounded firſt with a golden gloty, of great extent, and flamed up- 
on the ſurface of the ſea in a long column of fire. The lower half ot 
the orb ſoon after immerged in the horizon, the other portion remain- 
ing very large and red, with half of a ſmaller orb beneath it, and ſe- 
parate, but in the ſame direQion, the circular rim approaching the 
line of its diameter. Theſe two by degrees united, and then changed 
rapidly into different figures, until the reſemblance was that of a ca- 
paciers uncl bose inverted. The tim of the bottom extended up- 
ward, and the body lengihenivs below, it became a my/Sromm on a ſtulb, 
with a round head. It was next metamorphoſed into a flaming caulilran, 
of which the lid, riſing up, ſwelled nearly into an orb, and vaniiked, 
The other portion put on ſexeral ſemicireular forms, and after many 
twinklings and faint glimmerings ſlowly dizappeared, quite red; 
leaving the clouds, hanging over the dark rocks on the Baitbary ſhore, 


"tinged with a vivid bloody hue,” : 


9 


Then ſeen more plainly from its bluſhing veil, 

It owns the truth, by ſtriving to conceal; 
Confeſs' d and brazen, laſt, it pours its rays, 

And reaſon faints beneath th' impetuous blaze. 

At firſt I wonder d how my ſoul could dance 

With new-born flutt' rings, when I met your glance: iT 

Next half conceal'd, and thus the more diſplay'd, 

O'er conſcious weakneſs cold referve I laid: 

Then the bold paſſion dar d the gen ral eye, 

Fierce as the ſun, and boundleſs as the ſky! 

Our love the crowded alameda knew, 


And oft at bull-fights was I ſeen with you; 
Our wiſhes lighten'd from our eyes in fire, 
Our pradtis'd fingers talk'd the big deſire; 
Ne'er from guitar ſuch tones could Pinna bring, 
As when her Twifs attun'd the vocal ftring ; 
The ſtrings you finger'd glow'd with many a kiſs, 
And groves of citron heard the name of Twiſs. 
Anxious to pleaſe, I dreſs'd with double care, 
And pendent glow-worms lighten'd in my hair; 
I ſcorn'd my parent's voice, my ſpotleſs fame, 
And malice batten'd on Tereſa's name. : 
| Nay more—for who ſhall frantic love controul, | : 
Porgive, dear parent, this diſtemper'd ſoul— | 
I view'd- my mother with a jealous eye, 
And thought ſhe ſimper'd, when my Twifs was nigh, 
Woo'd by tbe faireſt youths, the pride of Spain, 


For thee, baſe man ! I ſcorn'd the gallant train, 
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Nay cv 'n, for thee—the ſpaniſh garb I ſcorn d, 
The darling trifles that our maids adorn'd ; 

All but her veil the doating fool reſign d, 

To tender ſtealihs the veil was ever kind, 

The yellow powder, and the pendent worm, 

The widen'd ſleeves that grace the taper form, 

And, bright with ſilver threads, the network caul *, 
Ungrateful youth! for thee I ſcorn'd them all; 
And lov'd to dreſs me like an engliſh girl, 


My night-gown muſlin, and my ear-rings pearl. 


And well, methought, the paſſion was repaid, 

For dearly then you lov'd the murcian maid. 

New toads, new lizards f, day by day, were caught, 
And ſtill to me the reptile game you brought 4 


The women wear no caps, but tie a kind of network ſilk purſe over 
their hair, with a long taſſel behind ;—the ſleeves of their gowns are 
wide enough to admit their waiſts, which, however, ſeldom exceed a 
fpan in diameter.—The ladies powder their hair with yellow powder. 

| T. T. 


+ Lizards of different ſizes, from two inches to eighteen, ſwarmed 


among the ſtones and walls; the larger are very fierce and dangerous, — 


I hare ſeen ſeveral, which, being purſued by a little dog I had, would turn 
about and ſtand at bay, hiſſing violently, their months open, wide enough 
to admit a hen's egg: their bite is ſo tenacious, that I have lifted them 
from the ground, by putting a ſtick in their mouths, Dr. Goldſmith ſays 
* Salt ſeems to be more efficacious for deſtroying theſe animals, than the 
« knife ; for, on being ſprinkled with it, the whole body emits a viſ- 
« cons liquor, and the lizard dies in three minutes in great agonies.“ — 
1 was at that time ignorant of this particular, or | ſhould have made 
the experiment, which 1 have tried on ſnails, and found it to have the 
ſame effect as it is here ſaid it will have on lizards, 


Js1D, 


I 
Or on my petticoats chameleons * plac'd, 
And, wond'ring, mark'd how colour colour chat d. 
One for my petticoat was torn and thin, 
Slipt thro' a chink, and neſtled to my ſkin: 
With nimble hand you ſeiz d it where it crawl'd, 
Heav'ns !—how 1 bluſh'd, I ſhudder'd, and I fquall'd ! 


Alas, how chang'd ! what cares ! what ſorrows riſe ! 

Hibernia calls him—and my charmer flies. 

Love, liberty, and life, with Twiſs depart, 

Fandangos, fiddles—and Tereſa's heart— 

The groves are ſilent, flowers forget to ſpring, 

My lapdog droops, my crickets ceaſe to ſing. 

I ſee thee waking - claſp thee in my ſleep, 

And ſcalding tears my thorny pillow ſteep. 


One ſole employment fills the moping hour, 
To nurſe the ſorrows that my peace devour, 
That, veil'd from fight, the foſt'ring boſom rive, 
Within the peach as neſted earwigs live. 

Thus, when her chicken, in ſome puddle drown'd, 
Or kennel deep, a watery death bas found, 

The matron hen laments the giddy fool, 

: And chucks and chucks around the turbid pool : 

Nor oats, nor oatmeal, ſooth her ſorrowing breaſt, 
With flagging wing ſhe roves, with plume undreſt, 
And all a mother's love in buſy woe confeſt. 


* purchaſed four live chameleons, &c. 
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Not alameda charms thy penfive fait, ye as 155 = T! 
Nor grove where lemons balm the ſcented air: | : iy 
But, fad and lonely, by the midnight oil, | | Ly 
I turn the weary page with ceaſeleſs toil, | Tt 
That tells how Richard ſtray'd from poſt to poſt, _ | — 
What towns he din d in, and what bridges croſt; | O 
How many eagles * by the way were ſeen; Ar 
How many aſſes f graz'd along the green; | | W 
What fteeple's height the pious ſtork t poſſeſt, | e — 
Or what low venta 9 boaſts her humbler neſt At 
Our Murcia too, and Pinna's name I find, N . 
Jo glory hallow'd; and with Richard join d: Of 


During theſe laſt four leagues, I obſerved nothing remarkable —ex- 


cep t ten cagles, flying circularly near cach other. On the 24th of May Ar 
we ſaw a great number of eagles. | "> | T] 
. | 

5 Br 

+ During this journey, we met and overtook thouſands of aſſes. 5 In 

| ip. W 

Ye 


1 We dined at the village of Gallego, where I obſerved two ſtorks, 
which had built their neſts on the church ſteeple. We croſſed the Ol 
river Agueda on a temporary bridge, and entered the city of Cividad 
Rodrigo: wheie we ſaw many ſtorks neſts on the ſteeples and chimaies. 

We paſſed this night in a venta, which had a ſtork's neft on the 
roof, | | | | 2 
Izp. pe 
; E = 
$ Wedined at a venta—in the hogſty, as the ſmoke in the parlour, 
which had no chimney, was inſufferable, We paſſed the night at the 
village of Cazeriche, neſtling among the ſtraw, | 
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Thus in his metal Manly's name ſurvives, 

And Read's, “ immortal on his own caſe-knives. 
Lull'd by the taſk, awhile 1 ſink to reſt, 

The volume folded to my throbbing breaſt. 

Yet ſtill in dreams, I ſee my Richard go, 

O er waſtes of lybian ſand or alpine ſnow, 
And now, methinks, in doleful plight he lies, 


With waſps and adders ſtung, or blown with flies, 
Or in ſome hogſty meets a ruthleſs boar, 

And, like Adonis, welters in his gore; 

Now ſeeks the ſalvage ſhore, the dreary den, 

Of plumed women, and of long-tail'd men. 


In melting notes when tonadillas 1 roll, 

And ſeguedillas catch the priſon d ſoul, 

Thine image puts my muſic- book to flight ; 

Breves, minims, crotchets ſwim before my ſight, 

In floods of tears my harpſichord is drown'd, | 
While baſſes groan, and trebles ſqueak around. 
Ye gods, that ſee my ſorrows, know my truth, 

Oh, pour hot vengeance on the perjur'd youth! 


* Manly, inventor of a gold-coloured mixed metal. Read, a cutler. 
l have been ſo fortunate as to procure an authentic pedigtee of theſe 
perſons, with many anecdotes of their lives and families, which I mean 


to publiſh as ſoon as they are dead. - 
5 Sir J. Hawxins. 


* 


+ Tonadillas, e &c. for two, three, or foe voices ; ſcguedilla, 
only part of a rann. | 1 


＋. T. 
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Yes—at his head ſome ſignal judgment throw, 


Great as my wrongs, and weighty as my woe; 
O'erturn his chaiſe in torrent, dike, or bog; 
Souſe him with ſhowers, bewilder him with fog : 
Let caitiff publican o'ercharge his bill, 

And toothleſs matron fleece him at quadrille. 
What direful wiſh from frantic paſſion ſped ?— 
Return, my curſes, on my guilty head, — 
Prevent, ye gods | my Richard's warm deſires 
With all that reaſon wins, and fancy fires ! 

May beetles, bats, and toads his ſteps ſurround ! 
May gypſies * ſmile, and lutes and bagpipes ſound ! 
For him, let lizards people every wall, 

And monſtrous maggots from the viands crawl ; 


For him, let earth produce its ſnowy mice, 


For him, let ether ſwarm with winged lice, 


* Numerous throughout, &c.— The affertion, that they are all ſo 
abandoned, as that author, le voyageur Francols, ſays, is too general. 
J Have loved many times in their bouſex —and never milled the moſt trifling 
thing, though 1 have left my knives, forks, candleſticks, ſpoons, and 
linen at their mere and 1 have Ne than once known wnſucceſiful ac, 
tempts made for a private interview with ſome of their young females, 
who virtuouſly rcjefted both the courtſkip and the money. We got 
to Chiridel, where we paſt the night on ſtraw, in a venta kept by gyp- 
ies, the doors and windows of which were always open by ea 
they had none to ſhut, Out landlady, Se , vety obligingly danced 
a fandango with the ſoldier, to the ſound of the tambour de baſque and 
caſtannetas. May the 18th, we entered the city of Granada, &c. &c. 
and put up at the inn kept by  y/ies.—— Don Fernando and his man, 
with myſelf, my ſervant, the hoſt, hoſteſs, three children, and ſome foot 
tzavellers, all ſlept on the ſtraw together, 


. 


and 


18 
The liquid bew rage yield uncounted worms, 
And flame the hearth with ſalamander forms. 


To gain the notice of an F. R. 8. 
Th' iernian plains do teeming wonders bleſs ?— 
Such potent drugs as ancient Colchis bore ?— 
The venom'd herbage of theſſalian lore ?— 
With alligators ſwarms the river's tide ?— 
Do winged baſiliſks the breezes ride ?— 
In vain, in vain you tread the barren plains ; 
Nor aſp, nor tumbledung * rewards your pains z 
The wretched vales nor ſnake nor ſcorpion boaſt, 
Saint Patrick + chas'd them from the guilty coaſt, 
Mere common flies the noontide ſhambles breed, 
Mere vulgar lice on iriſh beggars feed: 
In vain your teeth, your microſcope you try, 
They ſeem but engliſh to the taſte and eye. 


„The beetle, which the Americans call tumbledung, particularly 
demands our attention, &c. its ſtrength is given it for more uſeful 
purpoſes than exciting human curioſity —ſor there is no creature more 

| laboeious, either in ſeeking ſubſiſtence, or in providing a proper retreat 
fot its young; they are endowed with ſagacity to diſcover ſub/ftence— 
by their excelſe>t ſmell, which directs them to—excrementt juſt fallen 
from man or beaſt, on which they inſtantly drop, and fall unanimonſly 
to work in forming round balls or pellets thereof, in each of which they 


incloſe an egg. 
To Ts 


J Saint Patrick, according to ſome old traditions, baniſhed * 
and other venomous creatures, from lreland. 
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While Pinna weeps to murcian vales and bow'rs, 


What cares, what ſtudies fill the wanderer's hours? 
Doſt thou, with learn d and deep preciſion, mark 
The length of turkey, and the breadth of lark ? * 
Thy ſumptuous board do rotten viands load, 

And writhing maggots f feed thy darling toad? 
Doſt thou thy muſter-roll of beauties | frame, 

And call to judgment each aſpiring dame? 

A ſecond Paris—on thy dread commands, 

In naked glory, wait the ſhining bands. | 

A thouſand nymphs, Ierne's proudeſt boaſt, . 
A thouſand nymphs—and every nymph a toaſt— 
While nice diſcernment, in impartial ſcale, N 
The tooth of Phillis weighs with Mira's nail, 
Adjuſts the credit and the debt of charms, 

The legs of Portia with Caliſta's arms, 


* The larks here are of an extraordinary ſize, - the largeſt which I 
ſhot meaſured ſeventeen inches, when the wings were extended. 


TE: 


+ Since my return to England, I procured two toads, in order to ob- 
ſerve their manner of feeding, which they did out of my band, wherein I 
beld ſeme maggots, which I had engendered in rotten meat; the toads dart - 
ed out their tongues with a mo@n as rapid as the flyer of a jack, ſo that 
the eye could ſcarcely follow them, and ſwallowed the maggots, which 


adhered to the glutinous part of the tongue. hi 
# ID. 


+ Mr. Twiſs had ſeriouſly conceived a deſign of making a catalogue of 
beauties, ranked according to their reſpectise merits, for the embelliſh- 
ment of his intended book of travels through Ireland. 
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Blondina's lily with Belinda's roſe, 

And Laura's pretty foot with Flavia's noſe. 

But can'ſt thou, fond and feeling as thou art, 

Survey the charmer, and preſerve thy heart? 

Some ſecret ſpell the homelieſt maidens find, 

To fire the tinder of thy yielding mind 

Each ſtature, colour, feature, age, and ſhape, 

Brown as they were, not gypſies could eſcape : 

Their ſmutty charms your wandering eyes betray d, 

And, oft and oft, you wrong'd the murcian maid. 
With ſoothing ſpeech you woo'd the tawny train, 

And ſometimes too—you mourn'd their proud diſdain, 
In ſome cook's ſhop, thus roves th' incouſtant fly, 
From cate to cate he darts an eager eye, 

Now ſoars to ven'ſon, with a humming flight, 

Now feaſts on bull-beef, with a cheap delight; 
Well-pleas'd, he fucks, and buzzes as he blows, 
And maggots mark him, whereſo'er he goes. 


Diſtracting thought !—Some iriſh damſel's thrall, 
Perhaps, this moment, at her feet you fall; 
Or on the footſtool of her chariot * ſtand, 
Sigh, chatter, flirt her fan, and ſqueeze her hand, 


* The ladies afterwards took an airing in their chariots, drawn by 
four and fix mules, ſlowly driving backwards and forwards along the 
mall, or alameda, which is pleaſantly planted with trees on the ſide of 
the river Xenil; the gentlemen walked on foot, and from time to time 
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When city belles in ſunday pomp axe ſeen, 
And gilded chariots troll round Stephen's-green *. 
Ye gods above !—Ye blackguard boys below ! 


Oh, ſplaſh his ſtockings, and avenge my woe. 


Perhaps ſome ſiren wafts thee,, all alone, 
In magic vehicle, to cates unknown; 
High low machine, that bears plebeian wight 


To diſtant tea-houſe, or funereal nite : 


Still, as it moves, the proud pavilion nods, 
A chaiſe, by mortals, noddy + term'd, by gods. 
Where Donnybrook ſurveys her winding rills, 


And Chapel-izod þ rears her ſunny hills; 


Thy ſumptuous. board the little loves. prepave, 
And ſally lun g, and ſaffron cake are there. 


got on the foot ſtep of the carriages, placing their arm over the coach 
door, © cortejando las ſennoras, ciciſbeing the _ which ceremony I 


could not in conſcience diſpenſe with. T.T. 


* A place of public reſort, eſpecially on ſundays, when the nobility 
and gentry take the air there, and parade in their carriages— For a de- 
ſcription of it, vide Twiſs's Tour in Ireland. 


Þ+ For a deſaigtion of this vehicle, vide the ſame work, 


t Donnybrook, neg, names of pleaſant "Rn in the neigh- 
bourhood of Dublin. 


8” A particular ſpecies of large cakes, probably fo called from the firſt 
inventor of them. At the time alluded to by our author, theſe cakes 
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Bleſt ſaffron cakes ! from you may Dublin claim 
Peculiar pleaſure and peculiar fame. | 
Bleſt cakes ! plump, yellow, tempting, as the breaſt 
Of gypſey, heaving thro? the tatter'd veſt ! 
Once, ſmocks * alone, neglected ſaffron dy'd, 
Unwaſh'd to wear them was the maiden's pride; 
The generous drug, more honour'd than of yore, 
Now fills the bellies it adorn'd before. 


were in much requeſt in Dublin. There was then a perſon who profeſt 


to have a ſecret excluſive recipe for making, dreſſing, and cutting them 
up When one of his cakes was beſpoke, he uſed to convey it and hime 
ſelf in a ſedan- chair, and prepare it to be ſerved up, with much ſelf-im- 
portance and myſterious ſolemnity. 
trifling to ſuperficial minds untouched by the venetable love of antiqua- 
rian reſearch : but to thoſe who have a proper ſenſe of things, they are 
of the utmoſt importance. 


STEVENS. 


Theſe cakes ate among the few manufactures which flouriſh in the ne · 


glected kingdom of Ireland. They are peculiar to Ireland, and not only 
to Ireland, but to one particular town in Ireland, namely Dublin. How 
this excluſive privilege was obtained, whether by preſcription or grant, 
and, if by grant, whether by charter or patent, I have not been able to 


diſcover, though I have employed many years in the reſearch, with all 


the ardour which ſuch an intereſting inquiry deſerves. —Probably, if 
ſo many of the records in Birmingham tower had not been deſtroyed by 
fire, early in this century, I might have been ſucceſsful; but, tothe ir- 


reparable loſs and everlaſting regret of all true antiquarians, that | 


flame, when extinguiſhed, moſt unhappily left poſterity in the dark, as 
to many points of curious wveſtigation ; nor have I found one ſpark to 


throw a light on the preſent obſcure ſubject. : 
| Sir J. HawxiNs 


* Alluding to the cuſtom which anciently prevailed ny the lriſh of 
dying their linen with ſaffron. | 


Such anecdotes may feem 
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. Vet ſhall our lemons to potatoes bend? 5 | | WI 
witz ſpaniſh dames ſhalliriſh maids contend ? 0 An 
Or Dublia-beggars boaſt an equal part, | — "Wi 
With murcian gypſies, in my Richard's heart ? Bhs * Roi 
jt Are fairer throngs at play than bull-fght feen ? | 8 
|; Or yield our alamedes to Stephen's-green ? wir 
1 The rocket's blaze ſhall dim the comet's tail, 5 
j When Liffey's banks contend with Murcia's vale ; - 
i And lemons crown the bleak hibernian coaſt, 3 
| Ere iriſh miſs the charms of Pinna boaſt. FR 
| | Let birth, let grandeur, ſtrike thy lifted eye, N 3 
} And ſay, what maiden ſhall with Piona vie? Ws 
| : The beſt, the proudeſt, of your iriſh dames, Wha 
iq Reflected pride from ſpaniſh lineage claims. 8 
9 j What are the glories of mileſian blood? The 
| g , | A ſcant infuſion of our generous flood— 1 4 
A j | But fo debas'd, fo loſt, you vainly trace 
t | The genial currents in the mongrel race, * 
1 | Well, for, by chance divine, a map I found, ae 
1 T know each ſingle ſpot of iriſh ground; 
[ 1 Thy daily wand rings on the ſheet I trace, 7 
if And hunt thee, with a pin, from place to place. _ 
Hibernian ſens, with cold lethean ſtreams, ſuppl 
Diffaſe dull loit'rings and oblivious dreams. 
Yet ſhould ſome chance the thoughtleſs rover call, | = 
Where crowded Limerick rears th' cmbattled wall, = 
this ge 
of a v 
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Where, Cloacine ! thy fanes are yet unknown, 
And foul caſcades benighted ſtrangers drown ; * 
Then ſhall his love, reviv'd by well-known ſtink, 
Remember Spain, and on Tereſa think. 


% 


Come, Richard, come, no more perplex thy head, 
With writing books that never ſhall be read. 
What joys, what ſports, can iriſh plains afford, 

| What tender lady, or what treating lord ? 

At twilight hour, what painted Floras rove ;— 
Oh, where ſhall traveller taſte the joys of love ? 
In what kind tavern ſhall he wear the night ; 
Where find a bagnio fit for chriſtian wight ? +. 
What beggar maid ſhall fire him with her charms ; 
Or what ſoft gypſy fill his longing arms ? 

The gypſy damſel tyrant Houghton Þ claims, 
And, envious caitiff ! mars thy riſing flames. 


* It ſeems probable that Donna Tereſa derived her idea of Limerick 
from ſome old book of travels, as this town is not, at preſent, remarkable 
for either embattled walls, or foul caſcades. 


+ Mr. Twifs, on his coming to Dublin, delivered his letters of intro- 
duction to a very reſpectable gentleman, to whom he was a total ſtranger ; 
and his firſt remark to this perſon was —* How ill this town of yours is 
ſupplied with bagnios.””—This anecdote I had from the gentleman himſelf. 

8 | 1 Bosw LL. 


Mr. Houghton, employed, by the governors of the Houle of Induſtry 
in regulating the police of that place, and aſſigning proper taſks to the 
paupers. The author was vnavoidably led by his ſubject, to mention 
this gentleman, but without any deſign of reflecting ridicule on the name 
of a very reſpectable citizen. | 
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The ſable cart—deteſted objeAt—rolls, 

And rumbles dire diſmay to vagrant ſouls : 
The mutes around it ſtaſk—a grieſly band 
The bloody halberd arms each iron hand. 


All, all the ragged to their empire bend, 
Old, young, blind, lame, the fatal cart aſcend. 


Not ſhrieking infant for his youth he ſpares, 
Not bearded grandſire for his ſilver hairs, 
Not maiden coy, with rage and terror pale, 
He dooms, he bears her to his proud ſerail 5. 
E'en when the ballad- ſinger's note is loud, 


And fears and wiſhes ſooth the melting crow d, 


When artleſs love, and love's diſport, ſhe ſings, 


Or heroes pendent in unworthy ſtrings; 


Sudden the cart the fatal cart appears, 
The captive minſtrel ſteeps her ſong in tears. 


But, ah! my fears, my boding fears ariſe, 
Within the vagrant act my Richard lies, 
Leſt thou the cart's unenvied height ſhould'ſt gain, 
And ride triumphant through the hooting train.— 


* Houſe of Induſtry, Thus deſcribed by the late alderman Faulkner, 
——*« Houſe of Induſtry, firſt contrived by Mr. Ben. Hovghton, weaver, 
and ſeveral other worthy clergymen, for taking up cripples that lie in 
© the ſtreets, folks without legs that Rand at the corners, and ſuch like 
„ vagrants. We have the pleaſure to hear, that all the ballad-fngers, 
<« blind harpers, Hackball, and many other nefarious old women, are in 
« there already. My nephew Todd, and I, ſubſcribe to it ee 
* and, when 1 die, I will leave it a legacy in my will.” 
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Once only {killed to feed the toad and ap, 
Say, canſt thou oakum pick, or logwood raſp?* 


But mightier fears diſtract thy Pinna's mind, 
For mightier ills are yet unnam'd behind. 
Such perils wait thee on the guilty ſhore, 
As never damſel mourn'd, nor errant bore. 
Where'er you tread, the fnares of death ſurround ; 
Fierce is the duelliſt, the punk unſound. 
Not, there, to games and theatres conſin d, | 0 
Bulls rove at large, and butt at all mankind: | 
The meaneſt peaſant keeps them in his cell; 
They roar in churches, and in ſenates dwell 3 
Infeſt the gay Rotund +, the neighb'ring grove, 
The lawyer's pleading, and the ſoldier's love. 
My timely warning treaſure in thine ear, 
And iriſh bulls , my gallant ſtranger, fear. 
Ad yet 'tis well— theſe fears, theſe dangers riſe, 
To drive thee back to love and penial ſkies. 
May ſcorn on ſcorn, on laughter laughter fall, 
And back to Pinna hunt her ſlighted thrall 


The paupers in the Houſe of Induſtry are often employed in theſe 
talks. be 


7 The Rotunda, a place of public amuſement in Dublin. 


} A blundering mode of ſpeech to which the people of Ireland are 
ſuppoſed to have a peculiar propenſity; alſo a horned beaſt, the male of 


the cow. | 
Grose, Claſs. Dic. 
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The ſable cart deteſted obje&t—rolls, 
And rumbles dire diſmay to vagrant ſouls : 
The mutes around it ſtaſk—a grieſſy band 


The bloody halberd arms each iron hand. . 


All, all the ragged to their empire bend, 
Old, young, blind, lame, the fatal cart aſcend. 
Not ſhrieking infant for his youth he ſpares, 
Not bearded grandſire for his ſilver hairs, 
Not maiden coy, with rage and terror pale, 
He dooms, he bears her to his proud ſerail “. 
Fen when the ballad-ſinger's note is loud, 
And fears and wiſhes ſooth the melting crowd, 
When artleſs love, and love's diſport, ſhe lings, 
Or heroes pendent in unworthy ſtrings ; _ 
Sudden the cart—the fatal cart appears. 
The captive minſtrel ſteeps her ſong in tears. 


But, ah ! my fears, my boding fears ariſe, 
Within the vagrant act my Richard lies, © 
Leſt thou the cart's unenvied height ſhould'ſt gain, 
And ride triumphant through the hooting train.— 


4 


* Houſe of Induſtry, Thus deſcribed by the late alderman Faulkner, 
 —* Houſe of Induſtry, firſt contrived by Mr. Ben. Houghton, weaver, 
and ſeveral other worthy clergymen, for taking up eripples that lie in 
© the ſtreets, folks without legs that Rand at the corners, and ſuch like 
© vagrants. We have the pleaſure to hear, that all the ballad-fivgers, 
blind harpers, Hackball, and many other nefarious old women, are in 
« there already. My nephew Todd, and I, ſubſcribe to it annually ; 
and, when 1 die, I will leave it a legacy in wy will,” 


Once only ſkilled to feed the toad and aſp, | 
Say, canſt thou oakum pick, or logwood raſp ? 


But mightier fears diſtract thy Pinna's mind, 
For mightier ills are yet unnam'd behind. 
Such perils wait thee on the guilty ſhore, 
As never damſel mourn'd, nor errant bore. 
| Where'er you tread, the fnares of death ſurround ; 
Fierce is the duelliſt, the punk unſound. 
Not, there, to games and theatres :confin'd, 
Bulls rove at large, and butt at all mankind: 
The meaneſt peaſant keeps them in his cell 3 
They roar in churches, and in ſenates dwell ; 
Infeſt the gay Rotund , the neighbiring grove, 
The lawyer's pleading, and the ſoldier's love. 
My timely warning treaſure in-thine ear, | 
And iriſh bulls , my gallant ſtranger, fear. 
And yet tis well theſe fears, theſe dangers ziſe, 
To drive thee back to love and genial ſkies. 
May ſcorn on ſcorn, on laughter laughter fall, 
And back to Pinna hunt her lighted thrall ! 


The paupers in the Houſe of Induſtry are often employed in theſe 


+ The Rotunda, a-place of public amuſement in Dublin. 


A blundering mode of ſpeech to which the people of Ireland are 
ſuppoſed to have a peculiar propenſity; alſo a horned beaſt, the male of | 


the cow. | 
| Grose, Claſs. Dic. 
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Where er you go, may burſting titter ſound, 

The ſneer, the whiſper, and the gibe go round: 
May females ly the luckleſs traveller ſmoke, 

And wags malicious tip th* eternal joke ; 
May critic tribes thy ſtill-born tome purſue, | 
Diſſect it, tear it, in the next review 

Unlucky race ! in wantonneſs of ſpite, 

They grin, they ſcratch, they chatter, and they bite: 
To hunt their naſty game, by hunger led, | 

They feed on vermin of an author's head. 

Thus well-bred monkeys * claw the peopled crowns 
Of lazy loons in luſitanian towns; | 
With keen diſpatch, devour the noxious brood, 
And find, at once, both exerciſe and food — 

And ne'er, my dear cortejo and my friend, 
Ne'er ſhall ſucceſs thine iriſh loves attend. 
Hibernian dames, a bold and forward kind, 

To baſhful love and modeſt worth are blind. 

III ſhall the timid awe, the bluſhiog grace, 
| Suit the rough manners of the ſavage race. 
Thy humble deference, thy reſpectful art, 
Thy veil'd attentions, ſtealing on the heart, 


* Strolling one day about the ſtreets of Liſbon, in ſcarch of new ob- 
jets, I was witneſs to an uncommon ſcene, which was of two men litting 
in the ſtreet, having each a large baboon on his ſhoulders, freeing his 
head from vermin, with which it ſwarmed. The baboons are very dex- 
terous, and are the property of a man who gains his livelihood by em- 


loy ing them, 
Han TY. 
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Mere cuſtard to that oſtrich tribe ſhall feel, 
To civil braſs enur'd, and martial ſteel. * 


- 


Come, Richard, come, forget hibernian charms, 

And cloſe thy wanderings in Tereſa's arms. 
No critics here in coffee-houſes rage, 

No claſſic females learned warfare wage; 
| But ball and bull-fight charm the courtly throng, 
The midnight chorus, and the matin ſong. 

Here tune thy fiddle, here refit thy bow, 
And pitch thy printer to the fiends below. — 
The ſwallow thus, in pride of youthful blood, 
Forſakes his antient tenement of mud; 
From hill to hill, from plain to plain he roves, 
And chirps his wiſhes to the neighbouring groves : 
But when the rains deſcend, and whirlwinds roar, 
Fond of the humble ſeat he ſcorn'd before, | 


He neſtles cloſe within, and quits its verge no more. 


* It is vulgarly ſappoſed that the oſtrich has ſuch a ſtrong dizeſtive 
power, as even to diſſolve iron. | 
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HEROIC. ANSWER, 


FROM 


RICHARD TWISS, ESG F R. 8. 
AT ROTTERDAM, 


10 
DONNA TERESA PINNA Y RULE 


OF MURCIA, 


Urbem, quam dicunt Romam, Melibœe, putavi | 
Stultus ego huic noſttæ ſimilem. 2 
VIII. 


He and his tooth · pick at my worſhip's meſs. 
| k SHAKSPEARE. 


) 


HEROIC-ANSWER, æc. 


FROM various perils of the land and mais, 

+ By Venus wafted to Batavia's plain, | 
Where kindly fens, and genial fogs ſurround, 

His Pinna's lines her anxious lover found. 

Not dearer tumults to my kindling heart | 

A fungus, toad, or tadpole, could impart : | 

Not with more joy ſome virtuoſo ſpies 

The firſt embraces of two foreign flies, 

Whoſe deeds of love his eager fancy feed 

With ſmiling omens of 2 laſting breed; 

Or marks how ſnails the wondrous gifts employ, 

Alternate organs of a double joy. h 

Not with more joy, the new-born tome he greets, 

Wet from the printer's hand, in virgin ſheets, 

Nor joy'd he more, when Pringle * bade him claim, 

'The three learn 'd letters, that attend his name. 


* Sir John Pringle, preſident of the Royal Society in-Toudon, when 
Mr. Twiſs was admitted a member, 


--; 
Scarce to thy Twiſs more tranſport could it give 
To lodge in cellars, or with pigs to live. 


Thy melting ſtrains both pain and pleaſure move, 
Pain for thine abſence, pleaſure for thy love. 
I trac'd thy hand, ev'n at a ſingle view z 
Thy ſoul, ſtill better, in the purport knew; 
Thy gentle lines I drank with eager haſte ; 
- My lips purſu'd thee, where thy fingers paſt 
My tears bedew'd the lines my kiſſes dry'd— 
I ſung—I danc'd—1 fiddte'd—andT fighd— 
Gods ! can it be ?—too full, roo perfect bliſs ! 
Does then my Pinna ſtill remember Twiſs? 
Is Richard's image to her fancy dear ? 
And Richard's name ſtill ſoothing to her ear? 
Thus, ſome fair wall preſerves the ſhining trace, 
Where ſnails have wander'd, with meand'ring pace. 
Now, ſpend your malice, curſt hibernian kind ! 
For Richard lives within Tereſa's mind. 
Rail, write, and rage; I prize the ſordid cry 
Leſs than the hummings of the ſmalleſt fly. 


Yet, let me own, appall d, I trod the ground, 
Where dangers lour'd, and ſhames lay fcatter'd round. 
A thouſand tongues from ſtage to ſtage purſu'd, 

And freſh diſgrace th' unwearied gibe renew d: 
Thus down the chimney ſome poor ſparrow ſtrays, 
And roams the parlour with a wild amaze; 
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Dogs, cats, and children, a malignant crew, 
The hapleſs ſtranger round the room purſue. 
Or ſome ſtrange cur, by chance or famine led, 
Peers on the ſhambles, with devoted head; 
Men, women, boys, and ev'n his kindred race, 
With hideous din, the luckleſs vagrant chace. 


Some demon, ſure, attends the youth, who roves 
To bogs and horſe-ponds from the maid he loves. 
Oh! I have much to tell, and thou to hear ; | 
A tale of forrows that will rend thine ear. 

Thy gentle ſpirit feels no vengeful flame 

Thou little know ſt the curſt hibernian dame; 
What thirſt of vengeance fires an iriſh maid, 
What ready arts that thirſt of vengeance aid. 
Heav'n arms its creatures, for their proper ſtate, 
With various weapons of defence, or hate. 
To ſerpents, teeth; to ſcorpions gave a tail; 

To me, my printer, and my leaden flail; 
Hibernian dames are train'd ta cuff and kick, 
And nature arm'd them,—for their legs are thick. * 
The thirſt of vengeance ev ry breaſt inſpires, 

And bowls of whiſkey feed their cruel fires. 
Lyzus, thus, the theban dames poſſeſt, 

And goads and ftings inflam'd the madding breaft. 


As to the natural hiſtory of the iriſh ſpecies, they are only remark · 


able for the thickneſs of their legs, eſpecially thoſe of the ple 


males, 


beian fer 
- thy 
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„ Revenge! revenge | !” the dire Agave cry 4 f 

« Revenge! revenge !” the vocal hills reply d. 

Citheron's ſummits heard the frantic ſhout, 
And Pentheus trembled at the revel rout. | 05 
He ſcour d, he fled, before the inhuman train, | 
In vain—his limbs beſtrew'd th' impurpled plain, 


From forging franks, & each pert hibernian miſs 
Converts the quill, and has her fling at Twils. 
The defp'rate inkhorn arms uncounted thron g8, 
With puns and poſies, anecdotes and ſongs. 
Revenge inſpires them in Apollo's ſpite; 

A Twiſs provokes, and well, or ill, they write. 
Defac'd alike, in portrait and lampoon, 
Sketch'd out of ſhape, and libell'd out of tune; 
Not love's diſport?” the ſtrolling minſtrel lings, 
« Nor heroes pendent in unworthy ſtrings,” 

But Twiſs ;—at dawn, the jarring ftrains I hear ; 
At cloſe of day, they wound my tortur'd ear; 
Ev'n hoary prelates mitred eaſe forego, 

The ſapling wield, and lift the hoſtile foe. 
Bceotian tribe, ill manner d and uncouth, 

To cramp the freedoms of a travell'd youth, — 


The third cuſtom is that of forging franks, which i is pretty univerſal ; 
the ladies in particular uſe this privilege. . 


+ Twiſs was turned, with diſgrace, out of the hoſpitable doors of Dr. 
Chenevix, the then biſhop of Waterford, for groſs indecorum, and ſcan- 
dalous behaviour. | 
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What —ſhall a ſtranger be denied a kiſs ? 
Oh what has decency to do with T'wiſs ? 


How ſhall the mule to thee, my fair! explain 
The ſtudied vengeance of the ſavage train? 
What terms of art the ſecret ſhall declare ! 
Inform thy mind, and yet thy bluſhes ſpare ! 
Haſt thou not ſeen a vaſe of antique mold, 

Of parian marble, or barbacic gold, | 
Doom d to enſhrine ſome lover's cold remains, 
Or pour libations at ſome myſtic. fanes ? 

Such are thoſe utenſils, ordain'd by fate, 

The ſhameful engines of barbarian hate, 

Save that one handle, more for uſe than pride, 
Shoots diſproportion'd from the veſſel's ſide, 

Tor off rings hallow'd, which my charmer made, 
With purer zeal, amid the citron ſhade ; . 
They grace the cloſet, by the couch they ſtand, 
And, not infrequent, load the faireſt hand, 
Without, a foliage crowns the poliſh'd frames, 
And burniſh'd gold, on flowers of purple, flames; 
Within, the potter plants thy Richard's face, 
And bids him ſtare, in horrible grimace : 

Thro' lakes of amber as the face appears, 

The face repentant ſeems bedew'd with tears. 


5 
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The. lift'ning figure, by the painter's (kill, = | 5 
Attunes its fiddle to the purling rill. * | | 
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Sure, had I trod the dire conatian wild, þ — 0 
The blood of Twiſs had ſavage hands deſil'd: | . 7” 
But heav'n, in viſion, touch'd my trembling ear, 460 
Some god inſpir'd me with a prudent fear. « ] 
A form, methought, half beaſt, half human, Rood, | -— 
And cry'd, © My fon, I warn thee for thy good ;” | « *] 
A mighty ſtink-pot in his hand appear d, 4 T 
And aſs's ears were on his temples rear'd, « J 
“ Once, like thyſelf, I was a travell'd wight, | « A 
To range my paſtime, and my trade to write. 
& But ſoon, the victim of ill-manners, fell; N 
« A youth of Galway hurl 'd me down to hell: My! 
| Yet. 1 
* Theſe lines allude to a real fact; many of thoſe brittle ſatires vn Stai 
Mr. Tu iſs are yet in the hands of the curious, bojh male and female, in * 
Ireland, And 
Jn | 1 | | And 
+ Neither did I go into that quarter of Ireland called Connaught, Now 
which comprehends the counties of Mayo, Sligo, Leittim, Roſcommon, | 
and Galway, as I was aſſured that they were inhabited, eſpecially along Now | 
the coaſt, by a kind of ſavages, and that there were neither roads for With 
carriages, nor inns. Undoubtedly the-chief towns of thoſe counties are Os 
more civilized. Wo ts Diſgra 
Or ſee 
t The apprehenſions which our author has very naturally imputed to For lo! 
Mr. Twiſs, were juſtified by what actually befel him a ſhort time after: Fon | 
for he received a very ſevere chaſtiſement, in a public coffec-houſe in omen 
And re 


London, from a gentleman of Connaught, who ſince unhappily fell in 
an affair of honour. 
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& Chang'd as thou ſee'ſt, to travel mountains ſent, 
What was my ſport, is now my puniſhment. 
« If life is ſweet, the wilds of Connaught ſpare; 
Beware of all; of Galway moſt beware. 
« Yet thirſt of railing, greater than thy fear, 
« Will ſpeak, tho? vengeance threats the votive ear; 
6 Untir'd, intrepid, as the taylor's wife, | 
« Will deal invectires, tho' they coſt thy life: 
« The furious taylor plung'd her in the tide, 
« Her fingers rail'd when accents were denied, 
& In death, unconquer'd, ſhew'd the darling vice, 


« And ſeem'd to crack imaginary lice.” 


Nor vainly was the warning phantom ſent ; 
My backward courſe with timely fear I bent. 
Yet. ſtill in dreams th? ideal terrors riſe, 

Stain all my cloaths, and feal my blacken'd eyes; 
And oaken cudgels whiftle in the wind, | 
And ſharp-toed ſhoes affail me from behind. 
Now Pinna ſeems to claſp me to her breaſt, 
Now pats my cheeks, and whiſpers me to reſt, 
With ticking plaiſter, heals her Richard's fears, 
Diſgraceful tokens of unequal wars; | 
Or ſeems the lenient fannet to prepare, 

For love diſdains not ſuch a menial care, 
Foments my head, ſtill ſoft from weary blows, 
And regions livid from eternal toes. 
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But ſay, what ſprings this perſecution move? 1 
The hate of woman, ſor neglected love. 
Here droning pipes the tortur d organs wound, | 7 
And yells funereal thro' the vales reſound, | > Þ 
No lemon groves with harp and viol ring, A 
No maids and ftriplings tonadillas ſing; T 


Their voice, their touch, diſgrace the ſoft guitar, 0 
My catches mangle, my cantatas mar. 5 | 1 
Let not thy boſom harbour jealous flames; | | Th 
My ſteady ſcorn repuls'd th' iernian dames. 5 1 
My love of thee, the love of muſic aids; 80 


I ſpurn th' addreſſes of untune ful maids. : 
A thouſand ſonnets ſpoke the tender fear ; 


; 
But, out of tune, no ſonnet reach d my ear. Sor 
Me more it charm'd with beggar-wench to ſtray, He 
In wanton dalliance, all a ſummer's day, | Wh 
Thro' darkſome Janes, that vie with Tempe's vales, Ho 
Where frequent dram-ſhop balmy cloud exhales, Wh 
And ſtreaming whiſkey trulls and butcher's boys regales ; | 
Whiſkey, that mantles in the ſparkling glaſs, ; 
And, bleſt Nepenthe, cheers the northern laſs. 2 
I tun'd my fiddle with Amphion's arts, 
To melt and harmonize barbarian hearts. + 
as in 
| ing t 
Mr. Twiſs having ſtaid two days in Mallow, left the place, becauſe, | to w; 
as he ſaid, he could not find any woman there with whom he could bring that 
himſelf to form an arrangement. ſeque 


| BoswWELL. 
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I would have taught the ſavage maids to mave 
In graceful dance, that paints the joys of love; 
J would have taught them the guitar to ſtring, 
To troll the tonadil, the catch to ſing ; * 
But ſcreams of diſcord all my ſenſes wound, | 
And, rule diſdaining, ſharps and flats confound, 
This guilty cauſe inflam'd the wives of Thrace 
*Gainſt thee, muſician of celeſtial race! 

To teach them catches harpleſs Orpheus ftrove ; 
They ſcorn'd his fiddle, but they ſought his love. 
A ſong he gave them, but a kiſs deny'd ; 

So bard and fiddle down the Hebrus glide, 


Each moment bade ſome indecorum rife, 
Some beaſtly cuſtom ſhock'd my tortur'd eyes. 
Heav'ns ! how I tremble, child with panic fear, 
When water-glaſſes + at the board appear! 
How ſhall the hapleſs traveller ſcape undrown'd, 
When direful females ſpout the table round ! 


* Fandango, which, as Mr. Twifs fays, © Eſt melee de certaines atti- | 
tudes, qui offrent un tableau continuel de jouiſſance.“ | 


+ The filthy cuſtom of uſing water-glaſles after meals is as common 
as in England: it may poſlibly be endeavoured to be excuſed, by plead- 
ing the natural unſociableneſs of the Britiſh, who if obliged to withdraw 
to wath would ſcldom rejoin their company ; but then it may be urged 
that no well brd perſons touch their victuals with their fingers, and con- 
ſequently ſuch ablutions ought to be unneceſſary, „ 


Yes, Pinna, yes conceive the foul diſgrace ; 

A mouthful, oft, was fpurted in my face, 

Thus, when a ſtorm has plough'd the watery way, 
And whales, in fullneſs of their bellies, play; 

A thouſand noſtrils ſeem to threat the ſky, 

And lab'ring barks the ſpouting deluge fly. 


Too well, my love, thou know'ſt the guilty ſhore, 
And „ perils ſuch as never errant bore.” 
And ſay, what prize repay'd the toil and pains ? 
What joy ſeduc'd me to the fatal plains ? 
No ſpeaking picture crowns the lordly dome, 
No breathing marble of old Greece or Rome; 
No ſpreading towns the traveller's eye delight, 
No ſtately villas burſt upon his ſight ; 
Along the road, nor lord, nor eſquire, waits, 
To tempt the traveller to his open gates : 
Fled the laſt honour of the ſavage kind, 
Their only boaſt, the hoſpitable mind. 
Some, once invited, never aſk'd me more; 
And ſome againſt me ſhut the niggard door ; 
Some whiſper'd while I play d my fav'rite airs ; 
And ſome, more civil, ſhew'd me down their ſtairs, 


But never will I mourn my toil and pains, 
My weary wanderings on hibernian plains, 
Tho? drag'd thro? lakes, or into rivers hurl'd, 
Since there I ſaw the wonder of the world. 


+ Al 


ver moi 


| = 
A wond'rous trout * exalts one favour'd lake; 
And months and years I'd journey for its fake. 
Of fiſh they talk d with gizzard like a bird: 
1 went, by doubtful, faint, emotions, ſtir'd. 
Heav*ns ! have I caught it! rapture fires my mind! 
Gods! gods! the gizzard of the winged kind! 
Here ſmack your horſe-whips, let your cudgels fall, 
Hibernian ſquires ! for this I'd ſcorn them all. 
I gain'd the trout, the precious trophy bore, 
Preſerv'd in whiſkey, from the magic ſhore, 
Haſte, haſte, ye ſages! ye whom nature fires! 
Gaze on my fh, and ſatiate your deſires! 
In vain his brethren ſeek, a curious train, 
The darling treaſure from thy Twiſs to gain 
For when, my Pinna, Murcia's bowers I ſee, 
Both trout and gizzard ſhall be fry'd for thee. 


For thee, my fair, in filken bands, I hold 
A cat, more precious than a cat of gold. 
Of living topaz, are his burniſh'd eyes, 
Male tho? he be, he boaſts four mingled dies. f 


A ſpecies of trout, called gilderoy, are caught here, and alſo in the 

neighbouring lake, with a gizzard reſembling that of fowls, I have no- 

thing more to ſay about this river, except that © en paſſant I took a dip 
SE Y. T; 


in it. 


+ Alluding to a fact in ihe natural hiſtory of cats, The male has ne · 
ver mote than two colours, 
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On jetty black, is orange tawny ſpread, 

And ſober grey combines with ſprightly red. 
Black is one paw, and black his poliſh'd ears, 
And ſable rings around his tail he bears. 

On plains remote from trace of human wight, 
A wayward ſiſter, fam'd for ſecond ſight, 
Nurs'd him a kitten, in her wither'd breaſt, 
And night and morn, the ſecret teat he preſt. 
On witches' milk, the wond'rous creature grew); 
Some bleſſed chance my roving footſteps drew ; 

I faw, deſir'd, and ſtole him while ſhe ſlept; 
And long, for Pinna, has the prize been kept. 
The firſt ſafe hand ſhall bear, to Murcia's dame, 
The purring envoy of her Richard's flame. 


Thro' Erin's vales a wond'rous river flows, 
To ſolid braſs it turns the human brows ; 
If druid ſpells, in planetary hour, ö 
Or Patrick's bleſſing gave the magic pow 'r, 
Or ſeeds metallic in the waves remain; 
The cauſe is doubtful, but th' effect is plain. 
Illuſtrious Shannon, cure of vulgar ſhame, 
In ev'ry clime, thy children ſpeak thy fame; 
Dauntleſs I plung'd, thy vaſt abyſs to ſound, 
And in my forehead, double bronze I found, 


15 — 

Well might an artiſt travel from afar, 
To view the ſtructure of a lou back d car. * 
A downy maztreſs on the car is laid, 


The rev'rend father mounts, and tender maid. 
Some back to back, ſome ſide by fide are plac'd, 
The raviſh'd maid by panting youth embrac'd. 
By dozens thus, full many a ſunday morn, 
With dangling legs the jovial crowd is borne; 

_ Clontarf they ſeek, or Howth's aſpiring brow, 
Or Leixlip, ſmiling on the ſtream below. | 
When eaſe and cheapneſs would thy Twiſs engage, | 
Cars he prefer'd to noddies or to ſtage. 

Oft, on a car, Buvindus + ſaw me ride, 

From Tredagh's towers, along his verdant fide, 
Like antient heroes, in triumphal ſtate, 

 —A female charioteer before me ſate; 


* Goods are conveyed about the city on ſmall two-wheeled cars, 
drawn by a ſingle horſe; the wheels are thin round blocks, each about 
twenty inches in diameter. The wheels of thoſe cars which are uſed in 
the country, are placed at a greater diſtance from each other than thoſe 
of the city cars. They are frequently uſed as vehicles for the common 
people, on their parties of pleaſure ; a bed, or a mat, is at ſuch times 
placed on the car, and half a dozen people fit on it, with their legs 
hanging a few inches from the ground; they are generally dragged 2 


foot- 
* T. 7. 


+ The river Boyne. Mr. Twiſs went on a low- backed car to ſee 
13 ſpot where king William croſt the water. 
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High, in a churn, thy Richard ſtood enthron d, 
Beneath his weight, the ſcreaming axle groan'd. 


Wonders like theſe of nature and of art, 
Midſt all his ſuff*rings chear'd thy Richard's heart; 
And focial comforts lent their genial rays, 
When fome kind Bufo gave his port and praiſe. 


But why, my Pinna, kill me with thy tears, 
Thy cauſeleſs ſorrows, and thine idle fears? 
Wrong not, my fair, thy lover and thy ſelf! 
What !—Twiſs deſert the murcian maid for pelf! 
Yet fay, that gold could win thy Richard's charms, 
Or grandeur lure him from thy conſtant arms ; 
Fear not a rival on th' hibernian plain; 

I ſcorn its damſels, a penurious train. 
Scarce by their portions are their gowns ſupply d, 
And all their little wealth is dreſs and pride. 


The iriſh ladies are extremely well educated, as they have little be- 


ſides their beauty and merit to recommend them for wives, their fortune 
in general being inconſiderable. Men of affluent fortune, who have 
conſequently no need of being mercenary. in their choice, may find hap- 
pineſs in an union with theſe ladies, provided they can convince- them- 


ſelves that they are difintereſtedly accepted. But, on the other hand, 
this polite education prevents many ladies from being ſuitably married; 


for men of moderate fortunes cannot afford to maintain them in the 
Ayle in which they were bied or reared, often greatly ſoperior to their 
ſtat ion. : 8 5 y 2 
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No Cupid there his arrows tips with gold. 
Nor Plutus knits the bands that lovers hole. 
No wary ſouls in bonds of Ind are caught, EEG £3 
No little loves arithmetic are taugt; | 
But home-bred virtue lurks with idle ſtealth, 
And boaſts in honour what it wants in wealth. 


Ceaſe, fond upbraider ! ceaſe the melting ſigh ; 
For, big with joy, the teeming moments fly : 
Not long ſhall fate disjoin our plighted hands, 

Or hold thy I'wiſs from love's delicious bands, 
One only wandering for the youth remains; 
Then Venus wafts him to th' iberian plains : 
Now fair occaſion courts his ſwelling fails, 

To fiſh on Greenland's happy ſhore for whales ; 
To ſtrike th' harpoon, uncoil the kindling line, 
To boil the blubber, and the fat refine ; 

To roam with bears on drifted ice that live, 
Till gentle converſe full reſinement give; 

Till meet aſſociates happy nature aid, 

And make him perfect for the murcian maid. 
Thus the gay moth, by ſun and vernal gales, 
Call'd forth, to wander o'er th' enamell'd vales, 
From flow'r to flow'r, from ſweet to ſweet, will ſtray ; 
Till tir'd and ſatiate, with his food and play, 


here is a celebrated picture by Corregio on this ſubject. 
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In ſome lov'd chink, he builds the peaceful neſt, 7 


In ſome dear cranny, lays him down to reſt; 


There folds his wings, that erſt ſo widely bore, . 


Becomes a houſhold nymph, and ſeeks to range no more, 
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HEROIC EPISTLE, Ke. 


PINCHBECK, to thee theſe warning lines 1 ſend ; 
And in the rival prove myſelf the friend. 

Bleſt in thy maſter, in thy metal grac'd, 

Careſs'd at court, and near a monarch plac'd,— 
How ſoon, alas! terreſtrial bleſſings end! 

Ev'n in perfection, to decay they tend. 

Behold the fatal criſis of thy fame: 

Ev'n now the gods are lab ring for thy ſhame. 

Theſe lines declare thy glories are no more — 


A mighty rival from th' hibernian ſhore, * 


* x GRAND SALE BY AUCTION. 


To commence on Thurſcay, the 7th of May, 


and continue until all are fold. 


Tur entire ſtock in trade of James Marv, jeweller, Dame-ſtreet, 
Dublin, who is going to reſide in London—There is a general aſſortment 
of ſound and faſhionable goods, to the amount of ſome thouſand pounds : 
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A mighty rival ſhall confound thy pride, 


And ſeize thine empire, or, at leaſt, divide. 


Soon ſhall thy paltry metal ceaſe to ſhine ; 
And bluſh, if braſs can bluſh, compar'd to mine z 


At conſiſts of many hundred ounces of faſhionable plate, plated candle- 
ſticks, diſh-rings, ſalvers, goblets, egg-cups, ink-ſtands, &c. &c. gold 
ſeals and rings; peat] pins and clumps ; ſet pins, ſhoe, knee and ſtock 
buckles; gold hoops, broaches, lockets, &c. &c. ſtecl and metal men 
and women's watch chains, and elegant trinkets of all forts; ſome ſilver 
and metal watches; new faſhioned filver, pinchbeck, ſteel, black, ſan- 


guine, and plated ſhoe and knee buckles; filver, metal, ivory, bone, and 


wood hafted table knives and forks t pen-knives, ſciſſats, razors, jzpan- 
ned tea-trays, waiters, baſkets, &c. &c, guns aud piilols; walking canes 
and ſticks; a large quantity of ir mounted cl.; plated bits, ſpws,; boot 
and bridle buckles ; horn, box, and ivory, combs and bruſhes ; tambour, 


Morocco leather, and Liverpool pocket - books; beſt enamelled London 
gilt, plarcd, and belt livery buttons, yellow and white metal —gentle-. 
men would do well to attend the fale of theſe buttons ; it is well-known 


they are the beſt ever imported into this kingdom. Alſo, ſome ſets of fine 
fancy and club buttons metal and filver! a few ſets of the fineſt finithed 
metal ſhoe, knee, and ſtock-buckles, ever ſeen in this kingdom : with 


many hundreds of articles too numerous to inſert, 


The morning ſale will commence at eleven, and the evening at ſix 
o'clock. Ihe room is elegantly lighted, and there are ſeats for the ladies, 
to whom all poſſible attention will be paid. As there is generally a polite 
company, they may be aſlured of being ticated with every mark of 1c- 


ect. 


As ſoon as the ſtock in trade is diſpoſed of, the houſhold furniture, and 
intereſt in the leaſe of his houſe, will alſo be ſold, if not diſpoſed of by 
Private contract, For further paiticulars, apply to ſaid MaxLy, who 
will he and trcat for the ſame, with all the ſhop glaſs-caſes, and ſix- 
tures—and, as it is incumbent on bim to ſettle with bis creditors, he requeſts 
all who ate indebted to him will diſcharge their accounts, 
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Iss tinkling vile the royal ears ſhall wound; 
But mine regale them with a filver ſound. 
Then ſhalt thou hide thine abje& head for fear, 
And Britain's monarch Manly's metal wear ; 
That metal precious, as in days of old, 
The braſs of Corinth, and barbaric gold. 
Vet why from thee the honeſt truth diſguiſe? 
*Tis real gold; thou may ſt believe thine eyes. 
I ſunk its worth, to ſhun a conjurer's fame, 
And ſold my metal by an humbler name. 
I knew that av'rice with inſatiate rage 
Purſu'd of old the roſycrucian ſage; 
How chains were heap'd, and racks were ftretch'd in vain, - 
To wring their ſecret from the myſtic train, — 
What gold I made, was, therefore, ſold by ſtealth ; 
Leſt, haply, men ſhould kill me for my wealth. 
The ſecret, long within my boſom nurſt, 
Is grown ſo vaſt, I now muſt ſpeak or burſt. | 
Hear me the great and wond'rous truth impart, — 
That Manly has reviv'd the long-loſt art, 
So wiſh'd, ſo ſought by alchymiſt of old; | 
The mighty ſecret of creating gold: - 


N. B. Such of the debts as are not diſcharged hefore the cloſe of his ; 
ſale, will be poſitively ſold by auHim.—Printed catalogues will be given | . 1 
two days before they are put up, ſpecifying the parties names, places of 8 
abode, and ſums due — they will be all proved, without any expence to 5 
the purchaſer, | | | | + 
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And, ſhould a war the public coffers drain, 
| My ready aid ſhall make them full again. 1 


Come Pinchy ! * come, all workman as thou arty 
Oppoſe thyſelf, diſpute a monarch's heart; 
Thy ſhallow pride, thou vain aſpirer ! raiſe, 
And plume thy little worth with borrow'd praiſe : | 
Thy ſnuffers + vaunt, and bid thy buttons ſhine: 
But, were th' inventions ? ſhall the praiſe be thine ? 
We know from whence thy beſt productions came. 
Enjoy the profit ; but reſiga the fame. 


By works imputed Manly ne'er was known; 

But genuine wreaths, and glories all his own. 

Go, ſee and feel the canes his hand has wrought : 

*T was heaven itſelf inſpir'd the godlike thought; 

That all mankind according canes might find, 

And ev'ry ſtaff beſpeak its owner's mind. 

Leſt pond'rous clubs ſhould load the tender hand, 
My care ſupply'd the macaroni band 
With ſticks well ſuited to ſuch dapper elves, 

As light, as frail, and ſlender as themſelves 3 


* Come Abclard, all charming as thou art, 
Oppoſe thyſelf to heav'n, diſpute my heart. 
5 | Porr. 


+ The greateſt merit this gentleman's ſuuſſers poſſeſs, is that they re- 
quire both band:. „ | | 
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With taſſel grac'd, as they with bunch of hair, 
The taper canes the wearer's form declare : 
For rev'rend ſeniors, wealthy, grave and old, 
Subſtantial canes I made with heads of gold : 
Then, for divines, of apoſtolic look, 
A ſtaff of eb'ny with an ivory crook : 


But, for the youth, whoſe vaſt aſpiring ſoul 
Deſigns the capture of ſome watchman's pole, 
Whoſe nightly proweſs lamps and windaws own, 
And path, with broken heads and glaſs, beſtrown, | 
I trimm'd the ſapling from hibernian woods, | 
And arm'd the puiſſant hands of youthful bloads : 
Some quaint device the brazen head expreſt, 
Some ſentence apt,“ to fire th' ambitiqus breaſt. 
Alas! with tears of ſaplings I indite, 
And fearful agues ſhake me while I write. 
The firſt I made was ſhatter'd on my ſkull, 
Perillus handſell'd thus his brazen bull, 
"Twas by a drunken tar; Come on, my boy,” 
He ſaid, © the labour of thy hand enjoy' — 


But, why th' excurſive ſtrain ?—return we then; 
Too long has Manly dwelt with little men, | 
Thou, tho' my rival, fear not for thy life; 

For Manly dares thee to no martial ſtrife. 


A * Clubs with mottos; as, Whe's afraid p- lo dare ſneeze . TY. 
dci a better — a pill for a puppy. | 
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Come, Pinchy! come; for what haſt thou to dread? 
Should piſtols load the hand, that toils for bread ? 
Ev'n Alley's “ ſelf the blood-ſtain'd combat flies 
He makes the piſtol, but he never tries. 

No garden doors, with fatal aim, I ſpoil ; 

My houſe reſounds not with the fencer's toil. 

Such are the cruel ſtudlies of the land: 

But, Pinchy, do they ſuit an artiſt's hand ? 

No :—be it his, with ſoft beſeeching art, 

To ſhew his wares, and charm the virgin's heart. 
Let bankrupt ſenators with ſcriv'ners fight ; 

And prieſts and ſtateſmen vaunt their warlike might. 
Lo, Manly calls; but not to deathful fields ; 

And tools of art, not vengeful ſwords, he wields. 
Come, Pinchy, come, th' eventful trial dare: | 
Thy choiceſt metal and thy tools prepare. 

Come, let us work before the royal eyes ; 

And rank at court ſhall be the victor's prize: 

Be witneſs, heav'n, if Manly ſhuns the ſtrife.— 
IIl make a button with thee for thy life ; 

And drive thee forth, amidſt the hooting train, 
To mend old kettles in ſome dirty lane. 


* A remarkable maker of piſtols, who had a piece of ground behind 
his houſe, as Siu J. H. aſſures me, where his cuſtomers uſed to try the 


goodneſs of his piſtols, by fiing at marks, 
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Thine ear, thou caitiff button- maker! lend; 
For Manly, truſt me, warns thee as a friend. 
Deſtroy thy tools, and fell thy ſtock in trade; 
Shut up thy ſhop, and ſee thy debts be paid. 
Paſs ſome few months, in London I ſhall dwell: 
And thou, — not ev's a thimble ſhalt thou ſell. 
«© How oft, ® at fales of hardware, have I ſaid, 
« Curſe on all toys, but thoſe which Manly made: 
« His, light as air, and bright as ſummer ſkies, 
“ The pockets load not, while they feaſt our eyes. 
Let city honours wait a brazier's + name 
„ Strong be his work, and pond'rous be his fame: 
_ « Before true hardware all ſuch views remove: 
« Are ſtrength and thickneſs What in toys we love? 
“ Should at my feet the may'r of Dublin fall, 
« Himſelf, his mace, his chain, I'd ſcorn them all ; 
% Not Dublin's ſheriff would 1 deign to be: 
No, no—a place at Britain's court for me. 
« Is there a place where hardware is more dear 
Than Britain's court ? be Manly planted there.” 


Perhaps, had due diſtinction crown'd my toil, 
I ne'er had wiſh'd to leave this little iſle ; 


* How oft when preſs'd to marriage have I faid, 
&c. &c. 


Port. 


+ Sir Anthony King, a brazier, lord mayor of Dublin. 
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I till had bleſs'd it with my golden ore, 
And buttons ſuch as men ſhall ſee no more. 
In vain Hibernians toil, a luckleſs band : 
Like ſeers, unhonour'd “ in their native land: 
Here ſcarce a homeſpun methodiſt is fed; 
And not a quack muſt hope for daily bread: 
They ſtarve and pine beneath our leaden ſky ; 
Take their own noſtrums, in deſpair, and die : 
Or elſe, to Britain, nurſe of quacks, they run, 
To ſeek a gen'rous race, and genial ſun ; 
There, hatch'd mature, the foſt ring radiance own, 


And flit on paper wings thro' many a town. 


In vain our land her brawny ſons may boaſt, 
The gaze and wonder of a britiſh toaſt; 
The manly ſtrength, by ſinewy legs expreſt, 
The breadth of ſhoulder, and the ſwelling cheſt, 
One Clodia ſhines amidſt the titled band ; 
And ſhe, even ſhe, gives with a ſparing hand: 
For, fond of pleaſure, fonder ill of gain, 
Her ſcanty aids penurious life ſuſtain. 
No, — tis to England merit muſt reſort; 
And, with our beef, our ſtriplings we export: 
There many a relict ſhall their talents own ; | 


And many an heireſs ſhall their labours crown, 


® It is ſaid, in ſcripture, a prophet has no honour in his own country. 
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Thus, cabbage barely grows where ſeed is ſhed ; 
But thrives, tranſplanted to a foreign bed. 


One ſole exception to the truth is found, 
That iriſh merit ſtarves on iriſh ground, 

Thou, Kitty ! * thou, to controvert this truth, 
Long may'ſt thou ſhine, and raviſh ev'ry youth: 
May Hudſon's hand thy failing tooth repair ? ; 
And friendly Sparks preſerve thy flowing hair. 
Like Ninon, may'ſt thou boaſt unfading charms, 
And take, at ninety, lovers to thine arms. 
Thus double gifts ſhall ev'ry heart engage, 

Of youth the graces, and the ſkill of age. 
Here might'ſt thou read,—had Kitty learn'd to read, 
The grateful tribute to thy fame decreed. 

£ 1 gave thee toys, thy board was deck'd by me ; 
Nor aſked I gold, — three kiſſes were my fee. 
Kitty ! for thee the paphian queen ordains 

A kindly interchange of love and gains. 

Thou doſt not drive, like me, a loſing trade ; 
Too happy fair ! thou art before hand paid. 


Ah ! wretched I !—my ſoft relenting heart! 
Why with my goods on ſhallow credit part? 


»Kitty Netterville, a c %ον - Hudſon, a dent Sparks, a Bair- dre ſſer; 
all remarkable in their day, and eminent in their reſpective profeſſions. 
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| b My golden hopes at court, ſo weak, ſo fond 7 
| All quench'd and cold, as iron in a pond ; | es So | 
! For ever loſt, like love of honey-moon, | | To 
A courtier's promiſe, or an old lampoon; | . Soo! 
1 No prateful meed on iriſh plains I find, | | Hea 
No braſs is valued, but the braſs of mind. 8 Som 
id Here, notes proteſted ever flit around; ä : It pl 
| | And parting groans of bankrupt wretches ſound. —_ Ado 
| Ah, ſottiſh race ! ungtateful, and unjuſt ; 1 | On 
| ; I gave them gold as plenteous as the duſt : 5 Can 
| F : I gave them trinkets, bracelets, ſeals and rings, | - Whe 
| And buttons, too, that ſeem'd the toil of kings. 8 9 Aud 
| Ah! what avails ? ſince ev'ry vulgar aſs, | Wha 
g Who blunders wretched daubs in filthy braſs, | Dag Moſt 
| And ſcarcely knows a hammer from a file, 8 7 | Wha 
| | May ſooner hope to gain the viceroy's ſmile : But 
| His ſmile facetious, dealt with ſo much glee, EO Whe 
On all the crowd, is ne'er indulg'd to me. . . 
j Ah, fool! I hop'd to palate H-r-n's wine ? „ 
; To joke with B—-k—m, * and ſometimes dine, And 
N When, chance, the table yielded wholeſome food, Or, 
; Nor faſts were ordered for the public good; 85 | In th 
4 Then, with a peerage or a title grac'd, | Whe 
To ſhine at court, in my own metal lac'd. be 


* That nobleman when viceroy of Ireland, was diſtinguiſhed for a 
becoming gravity, and his board was generally ſo provided, as ſtrongly 
y enfos ce the great virtue of temperance in cating. 
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Ah, fooliſh race ! ye little knew that heav'n 
So great a bleſſing had in Manly given. 
To common braziers left, ungrateful band ! 
Soon ſhall ye miſs the wonders of my hand. 
Heav'n firſt gave hardware for ſome wretch's aid, * 
Some pining lover, or deſponding maid. | 
It pleads, it ſpeaks, confeſſes am'rous fire, 
Adorns the perſon, kindles fond deſire; 
On aſs's ſkin it pours out all the heart; 
Can ſhape to eyebrows, grace to nails impart ; 
When romps are ended, recompoſes hair, 
And wards ſuſpicions from the yielding fair, 
Whatever ſages teach, or poets ſing, 
Moſt arts of pleaſing do from hardware ſpring. 
What ſhining trefſes,—iv'ry tooth, beſtows— 
But comb, or tooth - pick, — that from hardware flows? 
Whence does the penknife ſpeak the lover's flame? 
And ev'ry tree confeſs his idol's name ? 
Whence does the poet on the window write, 
And ſet his miſtreſs in the faireſt light ? 
Or, whence the ſmelling-bottle yield its aid, 
In throng'd aſſemblies to the fainting maid ? 
Whence are the thouſand nameleſs toys, that teach 
'The charming, manual, expletives of ſpeech ? 


* Heaven firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, &c. 
| ® Pore. 
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The fan, all-· eloquent in female hand; 
The ſnuff-box, dear when talk is at a ſtand; 
And, for a play-thing, while the youth reveals 
His tender with, the watch with jingling ſeals. 
Who bids a ray from ſpangled buttons dart, 
And kindles tumults in the virgin's heart? 
Who cuts the poliſh'd ſteel, or lays the foil ? 
Theſe, am'rous youth all theſe are Manly's toiL 
Wherever reas'ning creatures riſe to birth, 
See hardware valued o'er the peopled earth; 
A means of pleaſing, ſtudied by the wiſe, 
Lov'd by the fool, as grateful to the eyes, 
The naked Indian ſpeaks its worth, who dwells, 
With innate rapture, on his beads and bells. 


Hail, uſeful trade ! too little underſtood : 
A ſkilful hardware-man's a public good. 
Hibernians, bleſt! * could ye that bleſfng feel, 
With ſuch a workman both for braſs and fteel : 
Too late, too late, ye ſhall my loſs deplore ; 
Too late, too late, regret my golden ore; | 
And ſuc, with bended knees, to keep me on your ſhore, 


Long as the ſummer to fome hungry bard, 


Whoſe piece, till winter, managers retard 


O fortunatos nimium, &c, 


VIII. 


| £9 | 
Long as the night that haraſs'd bridegrooms prove, 


Who meet, for gold, ſome hoary relict's love; 
Long * as the time to youthful ſparks, that lie, 
Hid in ſome cloſet, from a huſband's eye; 
Long as to bedded brides the moments flow, 
While jovial ſouls detain their grooms below; 
So long, to me, the weary moments roll, 

That from St. James's hold th” aſpiring ſoul. 
There fair ambition ſpreads her ſtately charms 
And there a Cæſar courts me to his arms. 

Ober England's treaſure Manly ſhall preſide; 
Controul her coinage, her finances guide: 

No more ſhall fleets be mann'd with fleſh and blood, 
His dedal hand ſhall faſhion men of wood; 

On active ſprings ſhall ev'ry figure run, 

The muſket ſhoulder, or beſtride the gun. 


Ve winds, ariſe, to fill the ſwelling fails ! 
To England bear me, ye propitious gales ! 
There I but ah! what cares diſtract my mind! 
How can I fly, and leave my debts behind! 
Ambition calls me there; here, debts are due 
Which to forſake, ye gods ! or which purſue | 

Ill fare his ſpirit ! ſcatter'd be his duſt ! 
Who firſt took honeſt tradeſmen's goods on truſt ; 


Ut nox longa quibus mentitur amica, &c. 
| Hor Acr. 


ot 
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| e - Yet < 
Ye vengeful demons ! laſh his guilty ſhade, 3 
Tor all the wretches bankruptcy hath made. 1 
To Jews more welcome are a herd of ſwine, . 
Than ticking cuſtomers to ſhop of mine : Then 
More welcome catcalls to an author's eats ; Fer 
A war proclaim'd to coward captain's fears ; TG 
Or to ſome mimic, one of churliſh race, To pa 
Who takes not raill'ry with a patient grace.“ 3 
Bear me, ſome god, with all my ſtock away! Who! 
Where ev'ry chap ſhall ready money pay; Oh, h 
No truſt be given, no goods on credit ſold, vena 
No books be kept, but drive a trade of gold. There 
Such was the trade, while yet the world was young ; And v 
And ſuch the Golden Age by poets ſung : | 
No ladies flaunted in unpaid for ſtate ; Sure 
No ſtarving tradeſmen linger'd at the gate ; Go, be 
Arcadian merchants ne'er were known to fail, Pl fell 
Nor clam'rous duns were heard in Tempe's vale, Who lc 
On Peneus' flow'ty bank no bailiffs rov'd, What ! 
No pris'ners then were known, but youths that lov'd. Not ev? 
The Silver Age + ſaw credit firſt *'mongſt men, Hark ! 
And merchants* debts were firſt compounded then; Take, t 
My friend captain J—, who is well acquainted with the hiſtory of "Alle 
f the ſtage, aſſures me that this and the three preceding lines allude to | Behold 
* one and the ſan e perſon. | M. 
„ | | A preſe 
" + Viderunt primos argentea ſecula Machos, &c. 3 foed n 
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Yet debts, ev'n then, were often paid thro* ſhame ; 
And men would bluſh, to bear @ bankrupt's name. 
The Brazen Age diſplay'd a bolder race, 

'Who fear'd not goals, and thriv'd on acts of grace: 
Then, princely fortunes were by bankrupts made, 
And patient toils were ſcorn d, and haneſt trade. 

Theſe iron days, a ſteely offspring yield; 

To pay their debts, they dare you to the feld. 

From brazen fathers ſpring the harden'd ſons, 

Who beat their creditors, and kill their duns. 

Oh, had I liv'd among the ſhepherd bands ! 

Where bright Pactolus rolls his golden ſands. 
There had I plac'd my forge, there moulded toys; 
And work'd for honeſt maids, and village boys. 
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Sure, heav'n inſpires !—a.quaint device I've found, 
Go, boy, and ſummon ſtraight th* attornies round: 
P11 ſell my debts ;—an auction I decree, 

Who loves a law-ſuit, let him buy from me. 
What! not a bidder from the ſwarming fry"! 
Not ev'n a law-ſuit tempts you then to buy. 
Hark! England ſummons ;—T obey the call; 

Take, take my debts, my creditors, and all. 


All eyes to charm and raviſh ev'ry heart, 
Behold I bear two wonders of my art : 5 
A preſent, for thy friend and maſter's hand, 
I feed a flea, unconſcious of command, 
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He plays and bounds upon a lady's breaſt, 
Which never lips but his and Manly's preſt. 
But ſoon, alas! his halcyon days ſhall end; 
A golden yoke his reſtive neck ſhall bend ; | 
With golden chains, to car of iv'ry tied, 
Slow ſhall he hop, and drag his puniſhment and pride. 
To ſhew my ſkill, the mulcibets prepare 
A bright donation for the travell'd fair, 
Who, thron'd midſt belles and beaus, at Eaſton fits 
The nodding queen of ſleepy water wits : 
A vaſe, to M-Il-r * ſacred and the nine, 
The metal precious, but the work divine : 
There prav'd, once more, her ſuppers feaſt our eyes, 
The trap-doors open, and the tables riſe, 
With Phoebus, ſtanding on his head pourtray'd, 
And muſes dreaming in the poppy ſhade — 
But I am ſummon'd; lo th' attending crowd 
The ſale begins, the hammer ſounds aloud. 
Hear it not, Pinchy ! for it is thy knell, + 
To kings and courts it rings thy long farewell. 


* For the reception of prize verſes, vide the collection of Bath 
Eaſton poems. | 7 g 


+ Hear it not Duncan, &. 
SHAKSPEARE. 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE FROM A LADY OF QUALITY IN 
ENGLAND, TO OMIAH AT OTAHEITE. 


Corrumpere & corrumpi ſeculum vocatur. 
| Tacitus. 


Shoot folly as it flies 


And catch the manners living as they riſe. 
Porn. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tus poem was written on the author's firſt arrival in London,— 
Tranſplanted at once from the retirement, quiet, and ſimplicity of an 
academic life, to the tumult, diſſipation, and luxury of a vaſt and volup- 
tuous capital city; the contraſt affected his imagination moſt forcibly, 
and the effeR, it produced on his mind, is depicted in the following lines. 
— They were meant, as a faithful picture of the ſcene, which was daily 
paſſing before his eyes. During his reſidence in London, he ſaw the 
native of an iſland in the other hemiſphere, inſtead of being formed to 
thoſe things, in which poliſhed nations excel barbarians, and inſtructed 
in the ſocial, or uſeful arts, and inventions of Europe, initiated only, 
in thoſe vices, and frivolities, which degrade us below barbarians, and in 


which, the luxury of the hardy Northerns has forced nature, and en- 


deavoured to emulate the indolence and effeminacy of the Orientals.— 
This ſpectacle, ſingular as it was, and not very honourable to the engliſh 
nation, led the author to compare thoſe vices, which are forced up and 
reared, as one may ſay, in a hot-bed, and are the reſult of art, ſtudy, 
and refinement, with thoſe, which are the ſpontaneous growth of an in- 


dulgent ſoil and climate; as he has exhibited them both, in the per. 


ſons of an engliſh lady and a ſouthern iſlander.— This would be a curi. 
ous ſubject of ſpeculation for a philoſophic mind - the author was much 
ſtruck with the idea, — He has ſketthed an outline after truth and na- 
ture; but to fill it up, was a work beyond his means. He wanted both 
leiſure and ability for the taſk. What is here preſented to the reader 
is only the part of a great projected ſtructure, but the author, being 
unable to compleat it, has thrown his materials together in the form 
of a light occaſional poem, 
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I F yet thy land preſerves Opano's * name, 

And Oberea pines with am'rous flame; 

If yet, untouch'd, the ſacred bread-tree grows, 

Which ſaw their tranſports, and retains their vows ; 
If joys remember'd rapture can impart, 

And London lives within Omiah's heart ; 

Dear ſhall this greeting from thy Britain prove, 

And dear theſe wiſhes of eternal Jove. 
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Ev'n in thy native iſle of ſport and dance, 3 
Where pining Venus mourns the gift of France; 
Let theſe fond lines thy pleaſures paſt recall, 
Cornelys' maſque, and ſuppers at Vauxhall; 


— 


* Opano, the name which the people of Taheite gave ta. Banks, as 
rather the attempt which they made to expreſs the word Banks. 


2 2 af ES 9 5 


mes 
8 t CIOS 


68 


The gentle frolics, and the playful hours | 
Of Mitchel's fanes, and Windſor's bliſsful bow'rs, 
Where bright eleves of Charlotte's myſtic ſchool 
Entrance by method, and careſs by rule ; 
And laſt—the joys that Rufo's cares beguile, 

His hymns, his catches, and his Clara's ſmile, 
Oh, true to pleaſure, ſtill may Rufo prove 
The mingled charms of muſic and of love ! 
Nor cruel palſies ſtop che judging ear, 
Nor envious age the myrtle garland tear 
For britiſh navies n his forming hand, 

And, lur'd by him—Omiah bleſt the land. 
His gentle mind with poliſh'd arts he ſtor'd 
And ſtews, and palace, with his gueſt explor'd. 
And ſay, Omiah ! does thy heart complain 

Of fates, which call'd thee to the britiſh plain ? 
Canſt thou forget what charms thy wiſhes crown'd * 
What novel joys in known delights were found ? 
When ſtucco'd locks ambroſial miſts exhale, 
What clouds of fragrance hov'ring loves regale ! 
The ſouthern maids ſuch piquant ſauces ſpare, 
And poorly give you naked nature's fare: 
Ah, diffrent fare, by dames of Britain dreſt | 


*Tis from their hautgout banquets take their zeſt. 


® While Omiah remained in England, he was initizted in every ſpecies 
of debauchery London afforded ; the author has frequently ſeen him in 
different public places, in company with a common proſtitute, —This 
ſurely did not reflect much honour on thoſe who imported him. 
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This beauteous portrait of our iſle behold, 

Its joys, its licence, luxuries, and gold. 

Needleſs to thee, for well thy ſoul is fraught, 

With britiſh vice, or vainly Rufo taught ; 

But dubious faith awaits the travell'd tongue ; 

To give conviction to thy native throng, 

Theſe faithful lines ſhall tell the wond'ring train, 

What honours court them to the britiſh plain. 

Oh, may the picture tempt the youth to rove! 

And bring their pleaſures, and their arts of loyd, 

Let ſooty throngs the cream-fac'd courtier ſhame, 

And ſouthern lovers glad the curious dame, 

Whoſe wide experience has already run 

Thro' ev'ry climate under arctic ſun, | 

With all their ſun-beams boiling thro' the blood, 
Th' inſtinctive rage, the paſſions of the wood. 


Oh, form'd for pleaſure, and as kind as fair ! 
What maids on earth with britiſh dames compare ! 
By Stanhope train'd, to pare their nails, and dance, 
And ſchool'd in novels of luxurious France: 

Each potent tome, that genial heat contains, 
And ſubtle venom tingling thro? the veins, 

Such glowing breath, as panting Venus ſigbꝰd, 
When Mars, enraptur'd, on her boſom died. 
Chence tender virgins catch the glorious rage, 


The matron longings of experienc'd age: 
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T hence, taught the theory, to combat move, 7 
Already diſciplin'd for feats of lore. De 
Waft, kind tranſlators, waft, from Gallia's ſhore, 2 hs 
Immortal pages fraught with am'rous lore ! | | 
To lending libraries the tome ſhall haſte, 
And many a virgin's midnight taper waſte, Th 
While private friend to demi-rep is dear, Un 
And careful parents tall Hibernian fear ; An 
While cits the *Change, while Floras love the Strand, An 
Courtiers a place, and monarchs to command ; WI 
On ex' ry toilet ſhall the volume lie, En 
And lend new fparkles to the brighteſt eye; An 
Inſtruct the thoughtleſs, and the ſage inflame, Par 
And quell the poor remains of vulgar ſhame; En! 
While mounting blood, and working fancy league, Wi 
To ſpare the fick'ning labour of intrigue ; | Car 
And new-born fires the ſoul of ſoul explore, Cor 
Throb in the heart, and thrill in ev'ry pore. Ani 
| The 
Let common Venus rule with proud command, Wh 
One wide ſeraglio be the bliſsful land. All 
Shall vile reſerves the bounteous heart reſtrain ?_ Wh 
Shall pow'rs of pleaſi ng be conferr'd in vain ? | But 
Deſpiſe the curbs that petty ſpirits awe, | Sub! 
And ſtride, ye fair ones, oer the bounds of law, | 
As broad, and gen'ral, as the caſing air, | A 
Let glorious licence mark the britiſh fair. | Mor 
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Domeſtic rigours wing their parting way, 
The parent's mandate, and the huſband's ſways: 
Domeſtic virtues, ſervile band, are fled, 
And modeſt fear, and female honour dead. 


The mild decorums, ev'n to lovers dear, 
The virtuous ſorrow, and the graceful tear, 
Unſpotted truth, in orient bluſhes died, 

And fair ſincerity, and decent pride, 

And virgin innocence, in ſnowy ſtole, | 
Whoſe heav'nly magic charm'd the rudeſt ſoul, 

| Entam'd the fierceſt of the foreſt kind, 


And, till more mighty, man's unhallow'd mind; 


Parental fondneſs, with a chaſte embrace, 
Enraptur'd, bending o'er a ſmiling race; 
With filial piety, whoſe duteous cares 

Can youthful gladneſs lend to hoary hairs ; 
Connubial faith, that never knew diſguiſe ; 
And ſweet affection, with her dove-like eyes ; 
The ſacred fires, which gods and men approve, 
Which raife, and dignify, the ſoul by love. 
All theſe, of old, the britiſh dame adorn'd, 


Who lov'd her huſband, nor her houſhold ſearn'd : $4 


But now the tribe are vaniſh'd in deſpair, 
Sublimer graces deck the modern fair. 


Arcadian love, a puling boy, is flown, . 
More potent Anteros had fill'd the throne : 
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Thus ſea- coal fires a genial ray ſapply, 


When Sol and ſummer leave the weeping ſky. 

A duteous train, attendant at his ſide, 

See, want of ſhame exalted into pride; 

The gnomes, the demons, and infernal powers, 
That dwell where Hymen chains the moping hours, 
Where breaſts united ſever'd ſpirits hold, 

And mutual hatred curſes luſt of gold ; 

The ſportive elves, that tend th experienc'd dame, 
Who lives to love, and burns to quench her flame; 
The menial friend, * that balms domeſtic ſtrife, 
The yielding miſtreſs, and commanding wife ; 

The thirſt of pleaſure, which enjoyment brings; 
Th? heroic flame, + that haſtes to middle things; 
Th' unſeemly wiſh, the petulant defire, 

The matron's wand'rings, and the widow's fire ; 
Diſhonour, in tranſparent gauzes dreſt, 

With wanton action, and Eilocder's breaſt ; 

The ſatyr impudence, expos'd and bare, 


Deſpair of honour ; honour in deſpair ; | 


* « He is an humble menial friend, ſuch as reconciles the au. 
of the marriage-bed.” 


Wreur rr. 


Semper ad eventum feſtinat ; et in medias res 


Non ſecus ac notas, auditorem ra pit. 
- | Horace. 


t Diſdain for paſſion—paſſion in deſpair. 
PARNEL. 
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The graceful anger, and the fine-wrought wit 3 
The pregnant whiſper, and inſtructive ſmile ; 
The happy boldneſs, and the deep diſguiſe; 
Preventive chidings, and unſtudied lies; 
Profuſion wild, that caſts, a hood-wiak'd dame, 
Her purſe to ſharpers, and to fools her fame. 
Here Circe's train, and routs of Comus dwell, 
And tipſey revel hears the midnight bell, 

In ſecret orgies of the witching hour, 

When zealous cot'ries deep libations pour; 
But leſt intruſion ſhould the rights profane, 

A licens'd Clodius joins the pious train. 

In naked ſtrength the vig'rous paſſions ſtand, 
The foibles hover round, a childiſh band, 

With ſilken wings, that glance a thouſand dies, 
Chamelion-change in ſpots of butterflies. 


Such charms as theſe our modern females dreſs, 
And give the talents with the will to bleſs ; 
Talents, not poorly buried in the grave, 

But nobly laviſh'd while their lovers crave. 
Theſe, join'd with Plutus, bow'rs of bliſs prepare 
For all who greatly ſpend, and bravely dare; 
The giddy brain with ſweet delirium fill, 
Leap in the heart and in the ſpirits thrill. 
No cold reſerves the genial heat deſtroy, 
Or ſtrew wirh thorns the beaten path of joy. 
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74 
Like thiftle-down, that, borne with ev'ry blaſt, 
At random floats, and ſticks where'er tis caſt ; 
The maiden's wiſh o'er all the ſpecies roves, 
"Tis not her lover, but a man ſhe loves. 
Plum'd for occaſion, flutt'ring with deſires, 
She flies to ſate the paſſion ſhe inſpires. 
Hers, are the freedoms of the midnight dance, 
The ſqueeze, the whiſper, and the meaning glance ; 
Hers, ſweet contorſions, playful kitten arts, 
The cobweb ſpringes for unwary hearts, 
The ſtudied chance where ſecret charms appear, 


Alluring languors, and enticing leer. 
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Nor uſeleſs ſhe, the dame, that fond and old, 
Is doom'd to buy the cordial drop with gold; 
Whoſe early days in ſoft intrigues were paſt, 
Whoſe nobler frolics dignify her laſt. 

Fled are the dimpled ſmiles, the youthful grace, 
But charms more ſolid ripen in the place. 

The vernal pride, the roſeate blooms are loſt, 
But mellow fruits endear the hoary froſt. 

Her ready kindneſs ſpares the baſfiful pain, 
When doubts and fears the bluſhing boy reſtrain : 
She ſaves the youth, whom want and paſſion goad 
To ſeek his deſp'rate pittance on the road; 

The howling heath he leaves to whirlwinds bare, 


And kindred worthies, ominous in air; 
» 


„„ 
While, led from cells where dinnerleſs he pines, 
She bids him labour in exhauſtleſs mines : | 
A ſure exchequer to the ſons of play, 
The chaplain's benefice, and enſign's pay. 
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The dame, like fortune, with her purſe appears, 
Athletic merit from the duſt ſhe rears; 
Her own cockade is to the monarch's turn'd, 
And gaudy liv'ries for brocades are ſpurn'd. 
She guides to licit or illicit bed, 
She makes a huſband, or ſhe plants his head, 
She lends apartments, aſſignations forms, 
Averts ſuſpicion, lulls the jealous ſtorms 3 
An am'rous ſatellite, but ſun no more ! 
Attends the lover, whom ſhe rul'd before ; 
Conducts the yielding fair- one's timid ſtep, 
And ſets in bawd, who roſe in demi-rep. 


Some ſtatue thus, the garden's ancient boaſt, 
Of naked Venus, ſmirking at the froſt, 
Or bounteous Ceres, with her wheaten crown, 
Defac'd by truants, or by time caſt down ; 
Not exil'd wholly from the pleaſure- ground, 
Tho” noſeleſs now, and ſomewhat batter'd found, 
O'er ſtable-gate, or kennel-door preſides, 
Or baſhfu] gueſt to ſqualid temple guides. 


With wanton grace the maid and matron rove, 
And challenge man to gentle fight? of love. 
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No niggard arts rhe gifts of nature hide: 
Scarce one poor fig · leaf is indulg'd to pride: 
The daring eye may range without controul, 
While looſe attire beſpeaks th* unguarded ſoul ; 
And woman lightens on the kindling view, 


As Indians, frank,—as Indians, naked too. | | 
Shall man be cold, when all this waſte of charms 


Awakes, invites, allures him to her arms ? 
See, bold-fac'd loves each thin diſguiſe 3 
Each decent veil that baſhful Row mo awe ! 


Shall all theſe treaſures be diſplay'd in vain ? 
Riſe, and be men, ye macaroni train ! | 
Let cries of joy the wide pantheon rend, 

And all our ſports like thoſe of Neptune * end; 
Our theatres revive the roman games, 


And britiſh wives be bleſt as ſabine dames, + 


Our virtuous women, unrelenting race, 


An orphan crew, the venal beauties chace ; 


Sports of Equeſtrian Neptune, exhibited by Romulus, at which the 


rape of the Sabines commenced. 


* 


+ Mr. Addiſon, in one of his eſſays, ſays, that whenever he ſaw any 
of the comedies of the laſt age a*tcd, he was always alarmed for the 
female part of the audience, and expected that the exhibition would 

conclude, like the entertainment given by Romulus and his followers to 


the ſabine ladics, in a general rape. 


— ADC FEES 2 . Bp 
es y * K A . 8 Wes 8 

S 5 % re 03 nts 
OE N 


Each 

And : 
Our pi 
Uſurp 
Her i 
Her be 
Her be 
Her ga 
Ungen 
And ft 


Why ſt 


Each t. 
Some fi 
Should 
The de 
Are no 
While | 


Denote 


Stror 


A vig'r 


In rich 


Exhalin 


Oh, 
That be 
Thy nal 
Occaſioi 


8 27 pol NY FVV 1 r 
Sx NS FSS os ALTOS . A Re ate 
9 9 o ( a Re WG 


: WF 
Each * ill- ſtarr'd wench,” too poor to keep her fame, 
And fave her character, yet loſe her ſhame. 
Our pious wives, to ſpoil the wanton's trade, 
Uſurp her enſigns, and her arts invade ; 
Her ſnares, her engines, and her little arms, 
Her bold advances, and parade of charms ; 
Her boundleſs loyes which band could never hold, 
Her garb, her manners, and her thirſt of gold. 
Ungen'rous toil! to rob the friendleſs bands 
And ſnatch the hard-earn'd morſel from their hands. 
Why ſhould we force the wretched train to hide 
Each tempting grace, that daily bread ſupply d? 
Some ſign of trade, ſome ſignal to deſire, | 
Should mark the ſubjects of a tranſient fire, 
The decent habit and the modeſt air 
Are now the ſymbols of the venal fair: 
While naked charms and high-born want of ſhame 


Denotes the matron of Ux$ULLIED FAME. 


Strong as the plants of flaming indian ſkies, 
2 vig'rous growth, exub'rant follies riſe, 

In rich profuſion riſe, luxuriant waſte, 
Exhaling ripeneſs, and inſtinct with taſte. 


Oh, London! nurſe of ſweet alluring arts, 
That bend the proudeſt, thaw the coldeſt hearts ; 
Thy naked loves are ever on the wing, | 
Occaſions teem, temptations hourly ſpring ; 
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Where'er abroad the virgin throws her eye, 
Some ſcruples periſh, or ſome virtues die; 
All, all ſhe ſees th' expanding mind inflame, 
And ev'ry object is a ſtab to fame. 


'Bear me, ye pow'rs of midnight ſport, along, 
And join your vot'riſt to the courtly throng, 
Where vice and folly mingled charms diſpenſe, 
And ſoft amuſements free from ſhame and ſeaſe ! 
Bear me to NAT'RAL-ARTIFICIAL grove, 
Where ſcented fountains murmur tales of love ; 
Where happy nabobs plume their ſilken wings, 
And britiſh rapine wears the ſpoil of kings ; 
Where, imp'd by faſhion, grubs from *Change aſpire, 
And Jews, converted, ape the chriſtian's fire ; 
Where bleſt occaſions ripe deſires befriend, 

And, fed by Bacchus, genial heats aſcend, 
There let Cornelys wave her potent wand, 

And ſcenes of facry riſe at her command. 

Be monſtrous ſhapes of fabled legend there, 
Let motly nations in her train appear. 

No jealous eye purſue the enamour'd pair, 

No furly guardian check the yielding fair; 

Let bland enjoyments crown the lover's rage, 
And chear with ſons the hoary bridegroom's age. 


Come, ſouthern youths ! theſe happy ſeats explore 1 


New pleaſures wait you on Britannia's ſhore. 
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What fair Armidas call * ev ry ſtrand! 
What bow'rs of dalliance riſe along the land ! 
Here ſhall ye thrive, by novelty endear'd, 


Wich preſents honour'd, and with banquets chear'd ; 


The genial toil, no barren labour, prove, 

For kindneſs crowns, and wealth atte nds, your love; | 
The brighteſt ſmiles ſhall gild you with their rays, 
And coſtly trifles wing your various days; 

The ſofteſt ſports your happy nights ſhall bleſs, 
And puny ſoldiers vainly dance and dreſs. 

Your kind invention ſhall our taſte befriend, 

And neu- born ſprings to jaded pleaſure lend; 
Reform our boards, our gourmandiſe refine, 

And teach an alderman with goſit to dine. 

The London-tavern new ragouts ſhall boaſt, 


And feaſt of turtle yield to * maſtiff- roaſt; 


While grateful Britain, in return, imparts 
Her glorious av'rice to barbarian hearts. 


Almighty, unremitting, unallay'd, 
Immortal thirſt the boſom ſhall pervade ; 
For gold, for gold, the gen'ral rage prevail, 
And maids no more be barter'd for a nail. 
Two fiends with joint and ſov'reign ſway ſhall reigns 
The love of 1 and the love of gain, 


* The natives of the iſlands in he South ſeas, uſe the fleſh of dogs 
Far food. 


6 
8 
A 
j 
+ 
F 
f 


— 


o OY = N 
ö 1 ä 9 1 8 Oo 3 = . 2 INT x + 
— N ny 3 - Þ — by 0 2 prey Ir r 2 rr — re 
9 8 e me 2270 eee a e ere e ee eee eee N ce ” k r 
7 —— een e er 8 . r K Fr n 5 r 8 
+ — 1 : - L * 1 — 2 22 ee Ll, CRF «Shy 


nt yn nes o 8 IS n= ph wt 
OLE SOTO d Wer ER P 
1 — — * . 9d 4c a> 4.6 re" N 7 
* 


3 


8 n N RENTS 
eee bo e 
r 7 2b 3 8 


OO 
+ 


Fr 
re 
l 


e 
wh obo eee - 
PLE I, fi 


80 
And full, and perfect, as in britiſh ſoul, 
Abſorb all feelings, and all aims controul. 
From arts of Europe, heat of ſouthern climes, 
What full-blown luxuries ! what glorious crimes ! 
Haſte, gentle youths ! to guide our revels, haſte, 
Give the laſt poliſh to the ſons of taſte. 
Cornelys then ſhall new reſources boaſt, 
And catch th' inventions of Omiah's coaſt, 
Luxurious feats by bleſt Opano ſeen. 
Inſtructive pageants of an am'rous queen. 
Its pretty traders ſhall deſert the Strand, 
And vig'rous chairmen grapple with the band ; 


While P—t and Rufo, from an orange grove, 


Direct the toll, and give the prize of love. 


In that bleſt dome, where well-bred mumm ers crowd, 


Shall dulneſs, ſpite, and ribaldry be loud ; 


There Mitchell's penitents, a hallow'd race, 


And roman veſtals from St. James's place, | 
There queens ſhall throng with quakers, landry-maids, 
Nymphs, ſibyls, virgins from arcadian ſhades, | 
Embryos and idiots, friars, eremites, 

Jews, Jentoos, brachmans, ſnoe- boys, ſages, knights ; 
Some driv lers, dreſt for grecian ſages, ſtare, 

Some, more judicious, ſeem the thing they are 5 
As grooms or pedlars, titled ſlaves advance, 

With genuine witches real ſatyrs dince, 
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In chaos mixt, deſpiſing decent rules, | 
The jumbled atoms of a worid of fools. 


TIT 


While cares, like theſe, reform the maſquerade, 
Say, ſhall religion want your friendly aid? 
Some glorious minds have old beliefs o*erthrown, 
But fail'd to give us new ones of their own. 
O'erwhelm'd too long by ſuperſtition's dream, 
Ev'n ladies now, to ſhew their wit, blaſpheme. 
Since Aſhley's teſt v, the templar's patriot toil N l 5 
Have chac'd the goſpel fairly from the ſoil; 
In hallow'd miſſions let your prieſts engage, 


r — 


And new religions glad this ſceptic age ; - 
Enlighten'd creeds, that modiſh vices ſpare, . 
Commodious, purg'd from prieſtcraft and from pray'r. 


Hark to my call, ye ſouls of noble fires ! 
Whom birth emboldens, and whom taſte inſpires. 
Bee. like, my muſe purſues her devious way, 
To glean inſtructions for the fair and gay. ! 
Omiah's iſle her beſt regards employs, | 1 
Its leagues of love, and commonwealth of joys. + 
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* Ridicule the teſt of truth. 
a" SHAFTSBURY. 


4 Vide, in Hawkeſworth' eds an account of a moſt extraordinary. 
aſſociatior, called the Arcoy. 
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Illuſtrious train ! whoſe vaſt invention ſhames 
The nobleſt licence of our modifh dames; 
Hail, happy few ! whom clearer views refine, 
Exalted ſpirits, touch'd with ray divine. 

The courtly fair, and high-born ſtriplings rove, 
In bleſt alliance of promiſcuous love; 

They ſhun the curſe domeſtic drudges bear, 
And taſte the ſocial bliſs without a fear ; 

The couch of joy from vile reſtraint is free d, 
The little tell-tales of its pleaſures bleed. 

No maid is toaſted in Omiah's land, 

Nor youth in faſhion, till he joins their band. 
They give the ton, o'er etiquette preſide, | 
Direct amuſements, and opinions guide, 
Hear their bon- mots retail'd from town to town, 
And teach the public when to ſmile or frown. 
"Tis theirs alone with dignity to range, 
Where female honour is eternal change; 

The various paths of pleaſure, and of fame, 
Disjoin'd for others, as for them the ſame. 


| Fate leads the moments with auſpicious hand, 
And rival copies ſoon ſhall bleſs our land. 

A bank of love our courtly fair ſhall plan, 

And ev'ry woman fund a proper man. 

May no diſeaſe th' unbounded joys invade, 

Nor ghaſtly ſurgeon haunt the bliſsful ſhade ! 
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Let male and female, old and young reſort, 

To woo the goddeſs of nocturnal ſport; 
Intruding babes ſhall bleed as ſoon as born, 

And pleaſure bloom diveſted of its thorn j 

No titled dames at maſquerades ſhall ply, 

Or keep an office where their ſilks they buy; 

No peereſs now be common on the town, 

Or rudely violate ſome country clown; 

With peace and honour ſhall they fate their rages 
And love in comfort to a good old age. 


Is there a matron of illuſtrious blond, 
Who much has ſeen, has felt, and underſtood ; 
Whoſe youth exhauſted, and whoſe age ſuſtains 
The charming warfare of the cyprian plains . 
Pleas'd, let her graſp a ſceptre of command, 
The female Solon of a duteous band, 
The vaſt experience of her age unfold, 
And riſing ſtates with practis d wiſdom mould. 


Some badge of order ſhall the train adorn, 
On ev'ry fair and noble boſom worn, 
Expreſſive emblem, priz d o'er ſtars and ſtrings, 
The price of patriots, and the coin of kings. | 


Fancy for them ſhall pour her various ſtore, » 


And frolics charm, when pleaſures pleaſe no more: 
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Their midnight orgies ſhall the decent fright, 
And morning bluſh to ſee the deeds of night; 
While glad profuſion all her bounty ſhow'rs 
On altars ſacred to voluptuous pow'rs ; 
Whate'er of liquid mounting whimſey fires, 
Whate'er of viand goads the dull defires, 
Whate'er forbids the paphian feaſt to cloy, 
And opes, when nature locks, the ſource of joy. 
In cloudy ſtate ſhall tipſy Comus ſit, 

And ſmut and laughter hold the place of wit, 
Or ſong deſcriptive, where the muſes rove, 

In broadeſt comment, o'er the text of love. 
The deep carouſe let temereedees grace, 

Till am'rous tumults flaſh in ev'ry face. 


Such arts of pleaſure ſhall thy land impart ; 
Gods how the proſpect tingles at my heart! 
The darling hope inſpires a ſubtle flame, 
It throbs, it vibrates thro' my ſhatter'd frame. 
Come, blooming youths ! to cheer our am'rous dearth, 
As genial ſhow'rs refreſh the gaping earth ; 
Or copious dew, from urn of Maia, wells | 
On drooping flow'rs, and bids them ope their bells, 
For luxury, by ſtrange magnetic laws, | 
In man repulſes, and in woman draws. 
As woman's boſom glows, with fiercer hres, 


Enervate man before the flame retires ; 
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Thro? all his frame, he feels inferior might, 
And ſhrinks in cold diſmay, and ſhuns the unequal fight, 


Nature and art our fouls in vain adorn, 
The ſober fear us, macaronies ſcorn ; 
That hateful race, diſgraceful to our age, 
Nor beauty warms, nor kindneſs can engage. 
Cold without prudence ; lawleſs witbout fire ; ; 
Proud without worth; debauch'd without deſire ; 
Rich without wealth; aſpiring without aim; 
Tho! laviſh, greedy ; vain, tho? void of ſhame. 
Freſh from their brain, the changeful faſhions ſpring, 
And, imp'd by them, the frolics ſpread the wing; | ; 
To various fame by various paths they tend, 
| Th' abſurd in all, the common means and end, 
The ſilken ſons of nonchalance and play, 
In dice and dullneſs let them wear the day, ot 
In taſteleſs torpor, ſeek th' unſocial joys, | = 
Cringe from the breeze, and ſhudder at a noiſe. . | 


Are theſe the men, theſe fading forms of air, 
To bound the wiſhes of a britiſh fair ! 
Vain, vain attempt—and theirs th* opprobrious fate, 
To raiſe the paſſions, which they muſt not ſate, 
While feeble rudiments, of am'rous lore, 
Prepare the curious dame for learning more. 
Hence, ſhadows ! hence, unreal mock'ries ! rove, 
Diſgrace of manhood, and deſpair of Joye ! 
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The maid's reproaches and the matron's gibe, g 
To caves and wilds ſhall hunt the baneful tribe; 

Still may deriſion wait the female's pain 
Who looks for joy from ſuch a flimſy train. 


Come then, ye ſons of nature, and reſtore 
The race of love, or pleaſure is no more. 
Our ſilken youths for you ſhall croſs the line, 
To dreſs your females and your boards refine ; 

Each travell'd peer ſhall bleſs you in his tour 

With arts of play, and ſecrets of amour. | 


Yours, be our feathers, tinſels, paints, and lies, 
Our playful frolics, and our deep diſguiſe : 

Ours, be that want of feeling, or that pride, 
Which bravely boafts what common mortals hide, 
In pleaſure's ſources, what a gainful trade 

Of mutual ſcience, what exchanges made! 

Then ſhall perfection crown each noble heart, 
When ſouthern paſſions mix with northern art; 
Like oil and acid blent in ſocial ſtrife, 
The poignant ſauce to ſeaſon modiſh life. | 
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I may perhaps incur the charge of vanity, by prefixing an apology to 
a trifle which does not deſerve, and, as it will probably find few readers, 
may not require one: but ſome paſſages in this little work are liable to 
miſrepreſentation; and I would much rather be thought vain, than 
capable of the flighteſt irreverence towards the fair ſex, or religion. If, 
then, I ſhould ſeem to have ſtruck out ſome portraits, that are touched 
with a pencil too bold and free, my reader will pleaſe ts accept the fol- 
lowing excuſe. 


The great end of poetry ſhould be to ſerve the cauſe of morality and 
religion; and writers, who neglect this end, pervert and miſapply their 
talents. The comic poet promotes virtue, by throwing the enchanted 
veil of fancy over the unpopular character of a cenſor, and reconciling 
people to the unpalatableneſs of advice. Many men are betrayed by 
their vanity to the practice of vice, in order that they may be in the 
- faſhion, who, had they merely conſulted their own feelings, had remained 
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90 
virtuous, at leaſt harmleſs : to ſuch, ſatire applies herſelf; and, by hold- 


ing forth to them the ridicule attendant on vice, makes their vanity 
an antidote againſt its own poiſon. 


Where the manners happen to be very ſcandalous, and the prevailing 
vices of the age of a very impure die, fatire muſt often rife diſcoloured 
from its ſubject, and ſeem to border on licentiouſneſs. Juvenal, with the 
beſt intentions in the world, has let fall many things ſhocking enough to 


a modeſt car. In condemning fatire for its freedom, people are too apt 


to forget its end, and the perſons to whom it is addreſt; and, at the 
very moment when it is reflecting the image of deformity, they are 
angry that the portrait is indecent or ungraceful. Satire is not intended 
for the innocent and ſpotleſs, but for the vicious and contaminated, to 
whom pictures of depravity are no novelty; were it always to preſerve 
ſuch decorum and chaſtity as not to diſguſt the former, it might want 
force and poignancy to ſtrike the latter; and fo ſacrifice the reformation 
of thoſe to whom it is neceſſary, to the fear of diſpleaſing thoſe to whom 
it is unneceſſary. Should the chaſte virgin at any time meet with ex- 
preffions or images in the works of the ſatiriſt, that wound her delicacy, 
let her recollect, that the painting was not deſigned for her inſpection 
and that it is only exhibited as an object of contempt ot deteſtation. 


The following ſheets are the produce of an idle week, ſtolen from ſe- 
rious occupations, and were at firſt written merely for my own amuſe- 
ment; but all our literary amuſements, at leaſt, ſhould be directed to 


. ſome uſeful purpoſe; and I hope I may be allowed without vanity, to 
aſſert that, in the following lines, I ſincerely meant to ſerve the cauſe of 


virtue and religion; by expoſing to ridicule the parade of profligacy, 
and the more culpable mulation of godlineſs. 


The frequent violations of the marriage bed, and the riſing licentiouſ- 


neſs of female manners, which in our days have diſhonoured Britgin, 
muſt fill every man of ſobriety and decency, every lover of retirement 
and domeſtic comfort, with the moſt poignant indignation and regret ; 
they muſt be attended with proportionable debauchery among the men, 
deterred from marriage by the corruption of women ; and they, but too 
nearly, reſemble the melancholy pictures of the manners that preceded 


and produced the fall of Rome. 
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Methodiſm and immorality have been propagated with equal ſucceſs 
in this age. The adherents of vice may be divided into two claſſes; 
thoſe who have fairly got rid of all ſcruples, and, with a refined ſhame- 
leſIneſs, openly avow their inventive and recherchee profligacy : and thoſe 
who, miſled, or miſleading, by enthuſiaſtic fervours, purſue their pleaſures 
under the maſk of ſuperior ſanQity and divine inſpiration. —Theſe two 
claſſes, tho* diſſimilar in outward appearance, and actuated by mutual 
hatred and contempt, ſcarcely differ in reality ; equally corrupted, the 
firſt enhance their guilt by want of ſhame; the latter, by hypocriſy ; 
they propoſe to themſelves one common end, impunity in the practice 
of vice, and purſue it by contrary means; the firit attempt to bully and 
overawe the public, and make vice the faſhion; the latter hope to defy 


the cenſotious by an aſſectation of ſuperior piety. 


By contraſting theſe two ſets of people, I meant to render them 
equally odious. I choſe the form of a mock-heroic poem to bribe my 
reader into attention; how l have ſucceeded 1 know not; the candid 


will allow me the merit of a good intention. 
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THE GENIUS OF WOMAN, 


A FRAGMENT, 


BEING THE INDUCTION 


TO THE 


TEMPLE OF COTYTTO. 


WHEN Earth rejoicing drinks the huney'd ſhow'rs, 
And pays to ſpring her tributary flow'rs, 
Opes their ſoft boſoms, and the ſoul exhales 

The fragrant ſoul they borrow'd from the gales ; 
The queen of ſong, the pure caſtalian maid, 

To chear my couch, her nightly viſit paid, 

And led, as was her wont, a facred throog, 


Ihe mighty maſters of immortal ſong ; 


I trac'd a ſcroll, which bore Alceſtis? name, 
The faireſt monument of female fame. 

Fir'd by the theme, 1 ſtrove my voice to raiſe, 
And thus the numbers flow'd in woman's praiſe. 
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Oh form'd alike for virtue and delight, 
To reaſon lovely, as to fancy bright, 
Angelic ſoothers of the mental ſtorm, 
What winds can ruffle, or what waves deform, 
When woman ſmiles, the halcyon of the breaſt ? 
The toiling thoughts, and ſurging paſſions reſt. 
Pliant to bend, and yielding to controul, 
With ſofteſt art ſhe ſways. the rudeſt ſoul ; 
Hers, melting kindneſs, inexpreſſive grace, 
The ſpirit beaming thro? the ſeraph face; 
Hers, pity for the wretched, prone to grieve, 
Awake to ſee, and thoughtful to relieve ; 
Inſtinctive wiſdom hers, unſtudied ſkill, 
And inborn purity that ſhrinks from ill, 
And ſportive fancy hers, and taſte refin'd, 
The flow'rs and ornaments of blooming mind ; 
Like vernal bloſſoms, changeful, bright and gay, 
Sudden and ſweet her young ideas play. 


Thus, from my tongue, the fervid numbers flow'd, 


While warm within the rapt'rous fever glow'd. 
But mental toil ſubdued my ſoul and frame, 
And o'er my lids the dews of ſlumber came ; 
But, till, the waking theme my viſions chac'd, 
And fancy held the path that firſt ſhe trac'd. 

A form, more bright than aught of woman born, 
Radiant as noon, and youthful as the morn, 
Before me ſtood his cheek celeſtial glow'd 


Etherial bloom ;—his beamy treſſes flow'd 


— wn 7 

| Luxuriant ;—ſome his poliſh'd front adorn, 
And ſome, at random o'er his ſhoulders borne, 
Stream like the virgin rays that light the gems of morn. 
His eyes inſpiring love commix'd with fear, 
Brothers of Heſper ſeem, when, riſing clear, 
He leads the myſtic dance, around the lunar ſpere; 
Severely ſweet the glances they diſplay'd, | : 

But all his ſmiles were ſweetneſs unallay'd. 

Not the groſs aliment, that man ſuftains, 

Not the thick fluid boiling thro” his veins, 

Could o'er the cheek ſuch orient bluſhes ſpread, 

Could tinge the lip with ſuch immortal red, 

Or beam celeſtial ſymmetry and grace, 

Such as adorn'd the ſtranger's radiant face, 

And crown'd his peerleſs form, and light ethereal pace. 

In ſtreams of glory his looſe robe was drawn, 

It ſeem'd a portion of the northern dawn. 

A beauteous plant his ſacred right-hand held, 

The precious ruby far its flower excell'd ; 

Unfading amaranth, that blooms above, 

And ſhades the fountain of eternal love. 


Inſpir'd, I know not how, with ſudden view, 
The guardian pow'r of womankind I knew : 
I bent, adoring, as the viſion paſt. * 
On me, methought, a glance benign he caſt : 
Fear held me ſilent ; yet I felt within, 
That all my thoughts were by the genius ſeen. 
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Long have I mark'd, © he ſaid,” thy pious mind, 


Warm with benevolence to female kind, 


Source of thy wiſhes, ſubje& of thy lay, 
By night thy viſion, and thy care by day. 
A vulgar path, and obvious palms, refuſe, 
To moral leſſons conſecrate thy muſe ; 

To diſtant ages ſhall thy numbers reach; 


And future maids, and future matrons, teach 


How lovely woman, with congenial art, 


Supreme in ſoftneſs, ſways the human heart; 
Her worth, her rank, her duties and her place; ; 


Her awful influence ofer the riſi ing race ; 


What goods, what ills her chequer'd ſtate attend ; 


And how theſe ills to ſhun, theſe goods extend. 


1 Th' Almighty, ſtudious ſtill his works to bleſs, 
Has made their nature guide to happineſs ; 

With gentleſt ties his humble creatures draus, 
Their pleaſures duties, and their inſtincts laws. 
To follow nature rightly underſtood, 

The rule of nat'ral, and of moral good. 


Would'ſt thou, o man, the paths of pleaſure tread, 


Nor find thy devious ſteps from virtue led, 
Pleaſure and virtue, at one heat, purſue, 

And hold thy nature ever in thy view. 

For ſocial purpoſe fram'd, and mark'd by heav'n, 
No ſolitary bliſs to thee is giv'n. 
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«© Nor man alone—the beaſts that haunt the woods, 
« The ſcaly myriads of the teeming floods, 
« The feather'd tribes of water, earth, and air, 
« Inſe&, and worm, the ſocial biaſs ſhare ; 
% Ev'n things inanimate that biaſs know; 
« The flowrets, that in gay luxuriance blow, 
« The foreſt trees, that wave the haughty head, 
* And lowly herbs in green luxuriance ſpread, 
« While man alone perverts his nature's laws, 
« Subſervient to the great efficient cauſe, 
« Theſe undeprav'd exiſt, as they began, 
«© Component members of a beauteous plan. 


6e To females, that the beauteous plan purſue, 
How vaſt a ſhare of public weal is due! 
« To females that derange, with guilty ſkill, 
« How vaſt a portion of the public ill ! 
Les, you, ye fair, a ſeeming harmleſs band, 


“A mighty ſhare in public ills demand. : 


« You ſmooth corruption, with alluring grace; 
The laſt remains of ling'ring honour chaſe ; 

« You blind the parent's, or the huſband's eye, 
And huſh diſcarded Virtue's parting cry; 
For tyrant mandates forge the ready thralls, 
While female pride for endleſs laviſh calls. 

© Your ſhining vanities, your wild caprice, 
Expenſive follies, and contagious vice, 
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« The fatal ſcene of man's diſgrace begin, 

& And form the huſband, or the child to fin- 
„When rival art and fertile nature arms | 

4 The ſweet ſeduction with almighty charms, 
Then nobleſt minds their virtuous pride reſign, 
And taſks of ſhame deform the faireſt line. 


« But riſe,” he ſaid, © to thee ſhall be reveaPd 
* A wondrous ſcene, from mortal eye conceal'd ; 
And learn, attentive to the myſtic ſhow, 
& Each fruitful caufe of woman's guilt or woe. 


. Guided by me, behold what furies wait 


To ſtain with black her whiteſt web of fate. 
Rut, leſt thy frail terreſtrial ſenſe imbibe 

Taint of pollution from the guilty tribe, 

6 Take thou this amaranth from heav'nly bow'rs, 
0 * ſure ee * th* unhallow'd powers. 


Smooth gliding, then, he rais'd me from the ground, 


While flames innoxious wreath'd their volumes round. 


ConceaPd from ſight, we paſt o'er ſea and}land, 
Till on a lofty tow'r we took our ſtand ; 
Great was its fame, among the ſons of men, 
And proud its ſtructure, boundleſs was its ken, 


Faſhion its architect, no vulgar name, 
In line direct, from Babel's builders came. 
Here Folly reigns, and, to their parent's court, 


A countleſs train, her progeny reſort; 
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The mantling flames on either hand withdrew ; 
The long perſpective ruſh*d upon our view. 


Cloſe to the wall a milky fount diſtils ;— 
An iv'ry bath receives the tepid rills.— 
"Twas known, and ſhunn'd, in old heroic times; 
'Tis giv'n to fame in ſportive Naſo's rhymes, * 
Unhappy they, whoſe thirſt the water craves, 
Whoſe glowing limbs the guilty current laves. 
The native order and the ſacred bounds, 
That part each ſex, th* unhallow'd lymph confounds ; 
And groupes obſcene, diſhonour'd by the flood, 
Of female men and mankind women, ſtood ; 
The ſouls of each polluted with the frame, 
And each, by mutual intercourſe, became 
More monſtrous and deform, and nurſt the cauſe of ſhame. 
Another fount, united ia its ſource, 
But ſep'rate in its nature and its courle, 
With diffrent venom roſe, yet of an equal force, 
Its hue was inky black, its waters child, 
Deadly as thoſe Nonacria's rock diſtill'd: 
Or, worſe than death, they froze the kindly blood, 
And kill'd each germ and principle of good. 
Each tender heart the petrefaction caught; 
Numb'd was each organ that, harmonious wrought, 
To feed the glorious aim, and wake th' expanſive thought. 


* The fount of Salmacis.-Vide Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 
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All breaſts were chang'd, their heat and feeling gone; 

And iron thoſe became, theſe ſolid ſtone. 

All forms were chang'd, from ſymmetry and grace, 

To vile reſemblance of the brutiſh race. 

Change lefs abhorr'd, than antient fables feign 

The wand of Circe wrought ; leſs foul the train 

That fill d her ſpacious ſtalls, and howPd beneath the chain. 
Some wore the head of tyger, wolf, or bear, | 

With jaws that gap'd for prey, and tuſks to tear. 

Some bore the ſca-ſhark's ever-raving maw, 
The vulture's talon ſome, and harpy's claw. 
Thus, diff rent, from one ſource the waters glide ; 
Awhile, with ſep'rate courſe, they wander wide, 

Then, mix their kindred ſtreams, and ſeek the ocean tide. 


As, on a ſummer's eve, the thin blue ſteam 
Aſcends, and ſpreads, and hovers o'er the ſtream, 
Winds as it winds, and hovers as it flows, 


The fairy ſhrine of Diſſipation roſe. 


THE 


OR 
TEMPLE OF COTYTTO. 
CANTO THE FIRST. 


ELIGIOUS furies, and the Bow-ſtreet train, 
The Female Congreſs, and Cotytto's fane ; 
War, horrid wars, I ſing, and gentle love, 
And two-fold fights, where hardy chairmen ſtrove. 
Oh plunge me, Phœbus! in pierian ſtreams, 
And make my numbers worthy of my themes. 
That ev'ry dame may love to lateſt times, 
And ev'ry chairman live in lofty rhymes, | 


Where London, haughty bride of ocean, ſtands, 
fraught with the treaſures of a thouſand lands, 
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And boaſts her pious kings, aerial ſpires, 
Her wealthy merchants and poetic fires. 
In that bleſt region, where to purer air, 
The place and ſquare, ſublimer ſouls repair, 8 
Who ſeldom pay their debts, and roll, a- far 
From hated creditors, the gilded car; 
Within a temple, rais'd by potent ſpells, 
In pomp barbaric, dark Cotytto dwells. | 
A murky queen, ſhe flies the chearful day; 
Yet wide her rule, and mighty is her ſway. 
From eyes profane, a broad and lofty mound 
Conceal'd the cincture of her choſen ground. 
A ſingle wicket, hid from vulgar view, 
An entrance yielded to the favour'd few. 
Within, the temple roſe, a gorgeous frame 
Of jetty lava from Veſuvio's flame ; 
And towr'd aloft in meretricious ſtile, 
A mingled roman, grecian, eaſtern pile; | . 
The mighty columns ſhone, a glaring maſs 
Of kindling ſulphur and corinthian braſs, 
Their order, too, beſpake the town unchaſte, 
For am'rous feat renown'd, in ages paſt ; 
Save that the capitals nor foliage crawn'd, 
Nor vines nor ivy wreath'd their cluſters round 
Far other ſculptures ew'ry pillar grac d, 
In order meet myſterious figures plac d 
Such were the ſymbols, as in days of yore, 
The trophy'd columns of Seſoſtris bore 3 
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And quaint device was grav'd, and form of lere, 
On pedeſtal below, and frieze above. 

For years on years the gazer's eyes might roam, 
And find new wonders in th' enchanted dome. 


Comus and Circe by the portal ſtand, 
To welcome ftrangers with their cap and wand. 
With leaden eyes, that ever love the floor, 
The god of filence guards the trufty door. 
On ſofteſt carpets, Sloth within was laid, 
And beds and couches were around diſplay d; 
The ſportful Flora heapꝰd her ſofteſt flow'rs, 
And naked ſatyrs trim'd ſequeſter'd bow'rs. 
High-rear'd the youth of Lampſacus was ſeen, 
The child of Bacchus and the paphian queen. 
With kindling eyes and throbbing breaſts, a crowd 
Of pious.dames before his ſtandard bow'd. . 
Naked were all th! attendants, or artay d 
In gauze, that, while it veil'd, but more diſplay d. 
The goat and monkey ſported o'er the ground; 
And wanton ſparrows fkim'd in airy round. 
The cantharis, that loves th* heſperian plain, 
With airy hummings ſooth'd the gladſome train, 
There might you ſee old Aretine advance, 
The feaſt to marſhal, and direct the dance ; 
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Here foul Torrentius ® with his pencil ſtands, 2M 
To ſketch polluted lectures for the bands. "7 
Ten thouſand mirrors o'er the walls were bright ; | Tl 
Ten thouſand tapers pour'd a flood of light. H 
Where'er his eyes th” aſtoniſh*d ſtranger threw, Id 
Refle&ed pleaſures ſtruck his kindling view. 2: | | A 

| Al 


Reſponſive gurgling to the matron's ſighs, 
Ten thouſand founts of cordial waters riſe, Tl 


Then fall in lavers of etruſcan ware, Tl 
| Where lovers rolling ſteep their am'rous care. | SL A1 
7 | A thouſand tongues, before the murky dame, H 

Polluted trains reſound, and words of ſhame. Tl 

Before the goddeſs burns a myſtic fre, . Tl 

And ſubtle vapours from the flame tranſpire ; Po 

Diffus'd around, they taint the wholeſome gale p ; Tt 

Unhappy lips the guilty breeze inhale ; By 

With foul deſires the madding mind is fraught, H. 

The monſtrous paſſion, and unhallow'd thought: Pa 

The modeſt virgin feels her blacken'd ſoul, | Al 

Poſſeſt, corrupted, with the dire controul. Ini 

The filver thus ſulphureous ſteams explore, Th 

| And riſing blackneſs ſtains the virgin ore. Ar 

| W 

In ſpeaking tints, the painted cieling told He 

| Cotytto's triumphs in the years of old. | Et 
| | Ye 


* See an account of him, in WALeoLe's Anecdotes of painting, tis 
infamous works, and miſerable end. 


Iog 
Her lov'd Canopus in perſpective ſeen ; 
Th' unnumber'd huſbands of th' aſſyrian queen 
The beds, the bliſsful bow'rs, for Ninus dreſt ; 


How Myrrha burn d; how glow'd Paſiphae's breaſt ; 


Idume there her palmy vale diſplays, 
And dames of Paleſtine their orgies raiſe ; 
And here, from Caprez's rocky winding caves, 
The luſtful tyrant ſways his trembling ſlaves ; 
Thro' new delights th* inventive Spintriz roam, 
And Elephantis holds th? inſtructive tome; 
Here livelong nights amidſt the venal band, 
Th” imperial harlot takes her public ſtand ; 
The guilty ſcenes that ſtain the roman page, 
Poppaa's ſoftneſs and Fauſtina's rage; 
The vile extremes of Baſſianus life, 
By turns a huſband, and by turus a wife. 
How Borgia mix'd the lover and the fire, 
Paternal fondneſs, and inceſtuous fire. 
All this, and more, the gay compartments ſhow, 
Inſtructive leſſon to the train below: 
The train below th* inſtructive leſſon caught, 
And freely ated what the pencil taught. 
Within a nook retir'd the goddeſs dwelt, 
Her form they view'd not, but her influence felt. 
Eternal night th* unſeemly pow'r conceal'd, 
Yet mortals found her, in her works reveal d. 


.* More commonly known by the appellation of Eliogabalus. 
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Where ſuch the temple rear'd its gorgeous pride, 

A votive band with ſtealthy footſteps hied,— 
The day-ſtar ſlumber'd in his ocean bed, - 
The moon thro? clouds a doubtful luſtre ſhed,— 
Gorgopis, Lycis, with Cynopis old, 
Bacchante frolic, and Thaleftris bold ; 

Fair Hippia, that domeſtic ſhame diſdains, 

And hunts for infamy on diſtant plains, 

To liſted fields the torch of Venus bears, 

And loves with cannon thund”ring in her ears, 
Till common tales, that quench the ſoldiers flame, 
Stand wond'ring at her bold contempt of ſhame. 
Atoſſa, newly freed from nuptial vows, 

And ſage Locuſta, murdreſs of her ſpouſe ; 
Fluſh'd with the fires their hardy mother gave, 
Porneia pert, and Philomiſge grave z 
Demure Berinthia and Flippante gay, 

Proud of her perfum'd lacquey's long array ; 
The brown Andromana, whoſe prurient mind 
Glows wirh the gen'ral love of all mankind, 
Aſpaſia wanton, with Glycerias young, 
And proud Diabolis, by poets ſung. 


'The chaſte Diana ſicken'd at the view, 


And as the matrons paſt, her light withdrew, 


* MiLTox's Lycidas. 
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Aa antient Sibyl, priefteſs of the fane, 

With hollow murmur, greets the pious train; 
Haggard for ſtormy paſſions broke her reſt, 

Her eyes diſtorted, and convuls'd her breaſt; 
Such hideous hags beftride the flumb'ring ſwain, . 
When wicked dreams the curtain'd ſleep ® profane. 
« Welcome, thrice welcome ! 'tis the ſolemn hour : 
&* Cotytto calls us from the myſtic bow'r. 
« Again ſhe calls—1n cadence beat the ground; 
« Surround the temple, thrice three times ſurround,” 
She fill'd for each a mighty bowl of wine ; 
Deep, deep, they pledg'd her at the ſacred ſhrine. 
She ſill d again, they pledg'd her o'er and Oer; 
And, as they drank, they thirſted ſtill for more. 
Then forms ſcem'd double, to the enraptur'd crowd; 
The temple whirl'd around, they ſhriek'd aloud ; 
While o'er them Comus way'd his potent wand, 
With drunken rage, to fire the madding band. 
The hag to all aſſigns their various parts; 
And wondrous ſpells ſhe gives, and myſtic arts. 
Each antic poſture to the goddeſs dear, 
Each ſound unhallow'd, pleaſing to her ear. 


« Haſte, mother, haſte !” fair Philomiſge cry'd, 
1 Our loyd aſſociates to the revel guide. | 


* SHAKESPEARE, 


* To guide Our chairmen, mather, haſte away 5 
« The time flies idle while the youths delay. 
* Without our chairmen lifeleſs were the rite, 


« Without our chairmen joyleſs were the night.” 
With eager lips the veſtals caught the ſounds, 


And © chairmen, chairmen,” thro' the dome rebounds, 


Loud as Alcides to his Hylas cry'd, ro 
And Hylas, Hylas, all the woods reply'd. 

The youths ſhe ſummons, nor unheeded calls, 
The brawny ſquadron ſeeks the well-known walls; 
The near Pantheon they, Cornelys' fane, 

The proud Piazza leaye, and Drury- lane. 

With Paddy blooming, came O'Connor ſtrong, 
And Thady, fam'd for bagpipe and the ſong ; 
Young Phelim, defteſt lad from Shannon's ſide, 
And red-hair'd Sawney from the Braes of Clyde; 
Macpherſon was he call'd, no vulgar name; 

The vig'rous youth from loins of Oſfian came. 
And * Rice ap Hoel, ſon of cambrian kings, 
Bathonia's creſcent leaves, and tepid ſprings. 
Broad were his ſhoulders, apt to bear the freight, 
Of ſome vaſt alderman's oppreſſive weight; 

Or unctuous relict full of port and years; 

Broad his flat noſtrils and capacious ears, 
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* The welch chairmen ſeem to have eſtabliſhed a monopoly in Bath, 


z the iriſh chairmen in London. 


Sir J. HawKINs, 
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Black was the beard, that his broad face oerſpread, 
And black the locks, that dangled from his head. 


The gueſts uncouth myſterious homage paid; 
The hag, round each, the due luſtrations made. 
And thrice three times ſhe touch'd their breafts with flame, 
And thrice three times invok'd Cotytto's name; 
Satyrion then ſhe gave to all the band, 

And plac'd a taliſman in ev'ry hand; 

A figure, known by antiquarian tribes, 

Which Meurſius ſaw, and Beverland * deſcribes. 

Then all the train the preſent goddeſs found, 

And ſmoke and blackneſs wrapt their orgies round. 

Leſs foul the rout, when Pentheus' ſtarting eyes 
Saw double ſuns and double Thebes ariſe. 

No forms of decency, no ſenſe of ſhame; 
Strange ſpectres hover'd, glimm'ring azure flame, 
Strange ſounds were heard thro? all th' infuriate crowd, 

Now ſoftly murmur'd, and now burſting loud. — 

But never be their rites by poet ſung : 

Eternal ſilence bind the conſcious tongue. 

May never lyre, in guilty numbers, bear 

Th' unholy wonders to the modeſt ear; 

Nor painter's hand corrupt the virgin's light, 

Or ſtain his canvaſs with the darkling rite. 


* Meurſivs, Beverland ; well known among the literati for theit 
collections of nauſeous, pedantic, cold-blooded obſcenity. 
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The weary train, this act of worſhip paſt, 
With eager footſteps to the banquet haſte. 
The glutton pow'rs diſplay'd their various hoard, 
And drunken rage preſided at the board; 
When thus the hag—* "Tis now the ſolemn hour, 


With choral warblings, praiſe the bounteous pow'r 3 


« My children, pray the pow'r in awful ſong, 
To ſend champaigne, and ſend us chairmen long.” 
Prompt at her word, the burſting hymn was troll'd, 
From tongue to tongue the pealing anthem roll'd ; 
Like many waters roaring from afar, 

And many pleaders at the ſtormy bar. 

% Hail, Bacchus! Bacchus! planter of the vine; 
And hail, Cotytto ! from thy myſtic ſhrine ; 

« All hail, Cotytto ! empreſs of the night, 

* With Bacchus ever join thy myſtic rite. 

Come, fill, poſſeſs, and animate each dame, 

« From ev'ry virtue freed, and ev'ry ſhame 
Come, mighty queen, to fill thy vot'ries, haſte, 
& And bid the future emulate the paſt. 

Our glorious thirſt no vulgar pleaſures lake. 

« Our joys from guilt their very being take. 

% Behold we offer at thy myſtic ſhrine, 

4% All ties, all duties, human and divine; 

& Child, huſband, parent ſcorn'd our god defy'd ; 
% And, laſt and greateſt ſacrifice, our pride. 
All hail, Cotytto! hail in myſtic ſong, | 


„Oh! ſend champaigne, and ſend us chairmen long; 
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« All hail, Cotytto! empreſs of the night, 
„With Bacchus ever join thy myſtic rite.” 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


AGAIN they ſung, again the rites renew'd, 
But pow'rs malign the wondrous orgies view'd ; 
A dull, unkind, ungenial influence reign'd ; 
For leaden Saturn had th' aſcendant gain'd. 
Ah, frail and fleeting ſtate of human things, 
How ſoon do pleaſures ſpread th' inconſtant wings. 
Ev'n when we gain the ladder's topmoſt round, 
Relentleſs fortune hurls us to the ground. 

To blaſt Cotytto's reign, a baleful pow'r, 

The fury Methodiſm deſerts her bow's ; 

Queen of the holy leer, and ſquinting eye, 

To fields and woods her vagrant preachers fly, 
Where men and maids like little children rove, 
And give the kiſs of peace in ev'ry grove. 


"Twas in Moor-fields, and nigh the proud retreat, 
Where moody madneſs holds her wayward ſeat ; 
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The goddeſs ſtabled, in a gloomy deny 
Obſcene, impervious to the ſteps of men 
Save to th ele, who, led by inward ſpark 
And light of grace, ſaw cleareſt in the dark. 
Nor comb, nor mirror, in th? abode was ſeen, 
Nor female trappings deck'd th* unſeemly queen ; 
Her matted hair all rough and ſqualid hung, 
A tatter'd robe was o'er her ſhoulders flung ; 
What decency commands it ſcarce conceal'd, 
And many a yawning rent her ſkin reveal'd. 
Yet, thus uncouth, ſhe kindled am'rous fire, 
Her children view'd her with impure defire: 
Some ſhe rejects; as maniac furies guide, 


They knit the nooſe, and round her cave they dy'd. 


Robes, habits, maſks were on the pavement ſtrowu, 


Gloves, bracclets, fans, in wild diſorder thrown, 
Rings, trinkets, diamonds, foils, and pearly ſhells, 
A magazine to deck ten thouſand belles F- 
Whatever vanity, by faſhion taught, 

To grace that charming toy, a female, wrought : 
She trampled ſome, and ſome to fragments tore, 
And ev'ry wind the ſhining atoms bore. 

One eye was heav'n- ward rais'd with frantic air, 
And one was downward caſt in fell deſpair; 

And now, ſhe proudly ſwell'd; and now, a guſt 
Of abject meekneſs roll'd her in the duſt. 
Alternate paſſions in her boſom riſe; 

Alternate viſions float before her eyes. 
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Now ſolid earth her working fancy rends, 
The grave is open'd, and the ghoſt aſcends; 
Her madding ſoul recoils with hideous fear, 
Hell flames before her, and the fiends appear: 
Again, her ſoul, diſſolv'd in ſeas of love, 
Elijah's raven ſees, and Noah's dove; 
And ev'ry puddle, then, is Jordan's ſtream, 
Where babes of Sion hymn the myſtic theme z 
Her turning head with beamy light is crown'd, | 
And am'rous angels lift her from the ground. 


Around the cave were pil'd ten thouſand reams, 
Myſterious nonſenſe and bewilder'd dreams th 
Effuſions, breathings, heavings of the breaſt, 
Celeſtial manna godly ſouls to feaſt ; _ 

Hymns, manuals, pſalms, where fleſh and ſpirit ſtrove, 
And prayers to God were breath'd in carnal love; 
When foul deſires the hour of worſhip ſtain, 

And blaſphemous devotions heay'n profane. 

A ſimple crowd poſſeſs the dreary cave, 

And ſing, exulting, or, deſpairing, rave; 

A buſy ſpectre at the portal plies, 

To knit a bandage o'er their darken'd eyes ; 

Her ſtraining eye-balls only ſhow'd the white, 
Their ſight was inly turn'd for myſtic light; 

To nature blind, thro' new creation rang'd 
Diſtorted forms, fantaſtic, falſe and chang'd. 
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A fecond fibile ſprite, with nimble hand; 
Purloin'd the purſes of the hood-wink'd band. 


With cold and famine pinch'd, the blinded crowd 


At awful diſtance, in the cavern bow'd;; 


Their knees with prayets were fretted to the bone, 


And hollow prints were worn in ev*ry ſtone. 


Far other hours their jocund paſtors knew ; 
And diffrent far their downy vigils flew. 
A ftately hall behind the cavern lay; 
And happy they who found the ſecret way. 
Th' elected few the winding paſſage trod, 
Who dar'd to make a pander of their God. 
Within, the banquet was profuſely laid, 
A thouſand off rings by the vulgar paid ; 
A thouſand cates, a thouſand cordial wines, 


To chear the zealdus dames and grave divines; 


While lamps and tapers caſt a ſunny glare, 
And fires of cedar-warm'd the midnight air. 
There novel fancy heighten'd old defires ; 
Religious fervours aided am'rous fires. 
Conſtrain'd and pent beneath the grave diſguiſe, 
To double guſto poignant pleaſures riſe; 


When looks auſtere the ſhades of night remove, 


And, uncontroll'd and free, the godly love. 
Confinement thus, for many a circling year, 
To nobler zeſt ſublimes the bottled beer. 
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From many a poor-box heap'd, a mighty hoard 
Of counted gold, was in a corner ftor'd ; 

An ideot's cap and bells were grav'd above; 

Around were couches ſpread for feaſts of love. 

Plac'd in a nook, the form of Boccold * ſtood, 
A ſooty figure carv'd of knotty wood; 

His wives were ſculptur'd round ; above, below, 

The maid's diſhonour and the parent's woe, 

Her lov'd Moravians, their religious heats, 

Their fancy'd kingdoms, and their am'rous feats. 

Pourtray'd on canvaſs, or in bronzes caſt, 

Were ſeen the. pious frauds of ages paſt. 

How crafty prieſts the dark prediction gave; 

The vocal foreſt nods; the ſibyls rave. 

The lybian oracle, Dodona's grove, 

The dreams of Numa, with Egeria's love. 

There mourn'd the fire his Iphigenia ſlain ; 
Here taurian Dian rear'd her cruel fane. 

Here were the pageants of Eleuſis ſeen ; 

There prieſts of Cybel bled around their queen. 

At punic ſhrines the human victims ſtood ; 
And Moloch roſe, beſmear'd with infant blood. 
There druids, there the prieſts of Odin ftand, 

And ſeem to chaunt around the captive band; 

Here Indus bluſhes with reflected pyres, 

And bramins fatten as the dame expires. 


* Commonly called John of Leyden, 
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Then ſofter ſcenes Zefteſlr the weary ſight, 
The cyprian temple, and the wanton rite : 
From hill to hill the midnight off rings flame, 
And ſenſual Peor wakes the jewiſh dame. 


Aſtarte there her guilty pageant ſhows, 


Where Hermon riſes, and where Arnon flows; 
And ſyrian maids adore the creſcent horn, 


Where ſtately palms Orontes” ſides adorn, 


Where bright Aſopus laves th' aonian plain, 

The young Lyzus fires his vagrant train; 

Then, io! io! maids and matrons rove 

The caves, the mountains, and the conſcious grove: 
Here artful miners pierc'd the hallow'd ground; 
And prieſts and nuns the winding paſſage found. 
Here, too, was Barton “ with her fond compeer ; | 
Nor laſt in love, the trances of Cadiere. 

There, too, had Whitefield ſtood in bold relief ; 
But, ah! the ſeulptor's eyes were dimm'd with grief. 
He graſp'd the chiſſel thrice, but graſp'd in rain, 


To grave his wan@'rings o'er th* atlantic main; 
How wept King's-place, how Covent-garden mourn'd, 


How holy magdalens their ſaint inurn'd ! 


Such was the care; but now, nor flowing bowl, 
Nor feaſt, nor cave, could charm the goddeſs' ſoul. 


* _ kr peg called the maid of Kent. 
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« Tg this a time to feaſt ?— behold, behold! | 
« Yon wolf would ſnatch the lambkins from my fold, | 
« Away! away !—behold Cotytto ſtands, 
« And waves her banner o'er th' anointed bands. 
« Hence, witch of Endor! evil one, away! 
« Was it for this I ſeem'd to faſt and pray? 
« Monſter accurſt ! I ſee the rites begin. — 
« Ah, wilt thou buffet little-ones with in ? 
„Come, daughters, come I the men of Belial leave; 
“Come, daughters, come ! and to your teachers cleave, 
« Were ye for this, to wilds and deſarts led ? 
“Was it for this the feaſt of love I ſpread ? 
Can brawny chairmen like my teachers move? 
« Or vies Cotytto's board with FEAsT or LOVE? 
«* Why will ye glory thus in open ſhame ? 
« Ts there not profit in a godly name? 
It ſhades th' elected, like Idume's palm; 
« Tis ſpice of Lebanon and Gilead's balm; | 
« Tis ſweet as manna, thro? the deſert found; 
« Tis precious ointment to the ſland' rous wound; 
« It kindly oils the creaking hinge of love, 
Can give the pleaſure, yet the ſhame remove. 
© Come, hide your vices with a decent ſkill, 
« And live with me, as wicked as you will: 
80 ſhall my pow'r the ſtealths of love befriend, 
And ſaintly looks to ſecret finners lend; 
* When youth and beauty fail, inflame the heart, 
And am'rous fires to godly dames impart. 
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« Should broad parade of open ſhame prevail, 
« My chapels moulder and my off rings fail; 
« What vig'rous youth for me ſhall crop his hair? 
« What wanton dame reſort to morning pray'r? 
« Periſh the thought !—revenge—revenge betide!“— 
With mental eyes the ſcottiſh Ioon ſhe ſpy d. 
« Behold the man, ordain'd by Jove's decree ; 
Von Scotchman, born for vengeance and for me; 
Fit engine to my wiſh, the god of gain, 
« My dear ally, ſhall fire the venal ſwain,” 


The goddeſs ftraight her murky weed forſakes ; 
A hoary preacher's rev'rend form ſhe takes ; 
The flowing filver o'er her ſhoulders ſpread, 
And fourſcore winters whiten'd on her head; - 
Her weary back a paſtor's duty bow'd ; 
She paſs'd, in form a Weſley, thro the crowd. 
Mammon ſhe ſought, and ſoon the dotard found, 


Where brokers, Jews, and ſcriv*ners hem'd him round. 


With fangs of iron, and with ſilver tongue, 
Before the portal ſate gigantic wrong. 

An hundred harpy wings the fiend convey, 
An hundred hands he bears to graſp the prey, 
Thoſe hundred hands eternal rapine fill, 

And human gore his cruel jaws diſtil. 


Of gold the columns that the roof ſuſtain ; 
Of gold the pavement, like a boundleſs plain ; 
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Along che alle of purple, red, and green, 
Alternate pyramids of gems were ſeen, 
And heaps on heaps in long perſpective ſhine, 
Of diamonds brighter than Golconda's mine. 
Thus, where, coeval with this earth and ſky, 
The ſolid ſnows are fed with new ſupply, 

The ſportive ſunbeams thrid the maze of light; 
A thouſand hues burſt on th* enchanted ſight ; 
The poaliſh'd hills anticipate the dawn, . 

Or hold the luſtre when the lamp's withdrawn. 
Bound, in a corner ef the gloomy fane, 

Sad hymen fate; an adamantine chain 

Was wreath'd his wings and beauteous limbs around, 
His torch extinguifh'd, fmoulder'd on the ground, 
Strong nets of gold his ſtruggling feet entwine, 
And golden manacles his hands confine. | 
Upbraiding near, an ever-buſy ßend, 

Chas'd far away child, parent, huſband, friend. 
Her forky tongue inflits a cureleſs wound; 
Her fatal hand, unwearied, deals around 
Millions on millions of the ſmalleſt darts, 

That fink and agonize in human hearts ; 
Indiffrence too, that neither wak'd nor ſlept, 
Cloſe by his ſide her ſullen ſtation kept: 

Her words half-utter'd freeze upon the wind, 
Her torpid limbs an icy robe confin'd. | 


There mutual hatred ſcowl'd, revenge, and Arife ; | 


Iafuriate murder aim'd the deadly knife; 
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And keen remorſe, of ſad refleQion bred, 
With ceaſeleſs gall by fell repining fed 
She gnaſh'd her teeth, her bleeding boſom tore, 
And wild in anguiſh quaff'd the ſtreaming gore. 


Far, far within, the gloomy pow'r remains; 
A huge portcullis, pendent on its chains, 
Guards the dire entrance to the dreary throne, 
Where, ſqualid, chearleſs, trembling, and alone, 
Sits the grim demon; panic Fear, and Hate, 
Scorn and Suſpicion guard the outward gate: 
That paſt, a loathed ſpectre, guides the train, 
That onward preſs, to reach the ſhrine of gain, 
A meagre form, with cold and famine pin'd, 
Contracted all, and ſhudd'ring at the wind. 
The ſtarting bones the wither'd ſkin had worn, 
Her hair was matted, and her raiment torn, 
The ſcanty weed ſcarce hid the parts of ſhame ; | 
To Mammon dear, and Penury her name. 


Foul was the paſſage, a bewilder'd maze, 
No guiding beam to chear the flipp'ry ways. 
Huge bars of adamant are rang'd around, 
And iron valves with hideous craſh reſound. 
At ev'ry ſtep, a thouſand ſounds of fear 
From ſightleſs ſubſtance burſt upon the ear. 
Unnumber'd myriads throng the dreary road, 
But few are they that reach the hend's abode. 


Hah 


4 


Sliding in heaps they ſure deſtruction find, 

Trampled by wretches that preſs on behind, 

A favour d few the ſanctuary gain, 

Whom fit ablutions do not purge but ſtain. 

With brooding fogs encircled, as they glide, 

That double earthly things, celeſtial hide 1 : 
To lave and petrify the feeling ſoul, 

The ſprings of ſelf their inky currents roll, 


No common gifts the ſullen demon win, 

No rites, that leave an honeſt throb within. 

A black, unfathom'd, cavern yawns below, 
Where bigot crowds their guilty off rings throw. 
Relentleſs pow'r, his cruel worſhip claims 

The faireſt objects, and the deareſt aim. 
Sires, matrons, huſbands, virgins, youths, commit 
Each fond connexion, to the greedy pit. 

Rites leſs abhorr'd, the vale of Hinnom view'd, 
When Moloch's idol was with blood imbru'd ; 
Rites leſs abhorr'd the fell Teutates fed, 
When captives round his ſhapeleſs ſymbol bled ; 
Rites leſs abhorr'd proud Mexico ſurvey'd, _ 
When human off' rings vain atonements paid. 


A ſubtle vapour from the cavern roſe; 
All hearts it harden'd, and each feeling froze ; 


* Immitis placatur fanguine dira Teutates. 
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perverted ev'ry ſenſe, but chief the view, 
And all things round aſſum'd a diff'rent hue; 
As when the pupils ſtrain to gaze on light, 
Dim motes and darkneſs circle oer the ſight, 
Strange formleſs ſomethings on their optics play, 
And dazzling blackneſs leads the crowd aſtray. 
Love, friendſhip, charity, the vapours hide, 
Ey'n god and nature ſcarcely are deſcry d. 


In hollow murmurs that the boſom thrill, 

The demon breath'd his oracles of ill; 
Stamm'ring, he dealt his ſtern rapacious laws 

A votive wretch they fleec'd at ev'ry pauſe, 

What gain diſcount, and what inſurance yields ; 
How parchment ſcraps encloſe the minor's fields ; 
While modern arts a wider circuit gain, 

Than crafty Dido won from Lybia's plain: 

How ſtocks, to-day, may fall, by gloomy lies; 

By fabled triumph, on the morrow, riſe ; 

Conſol was written Oer his head in gold, 

Scrip, omnium, three per cents. both new and old, 
With eye-leſs bounty, gold around he threw ; 

And men were wealthy where the treaſures flew. 
A lott'ry wheel was in a corner turn'd ; 

And, as the blanks were told, th' adorers mourn'd. 
Bank- notes for tap ſtry all th* apartments lin'd, 


The filmy texture wanton'd in the wind. 
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Here, long perſpectives cheſts of gold diſcloſe N 


There, heap'd in piles, exchequer tallies roſe. 
Ten thouſand buſy clerks, on ev'ry fide, 
The ready pen, with flying fingers, guide,. 
Or ſeem to guide ;—unſeen, an hideous band 
Of imps deform'd each fatal pen command. 
Some bulky ledgers poſt, and others ſcrawl 
The parchment chains, that property enthral. 


The goddeſs enter'd, and an eager crew. 
Of Iſrael's ſons around the ſtranger flew, 
With charter- parties, contracts for ſupply, 
Debentures, ſales, and bonds of bottomry. 
Loud was the din z—the goddeſs onward preſt, 
She paſt the crowd, and thus the throne addreft :;— 
« If e'er my frauds befriended Mammon's train, 
Or pious ſemblance ſwell'd thy arts of gain; 
« If looks demure and godly ſpeech I taught, 
« That ancient maid and wealthy widow caught; 
« With ſilent growth, if princely fortunes riſe 
« On orphan wards and truſted charities, 
Cotytto threats my ruin, —let thy pow'r 
« Suſtain a ſiſter in this fatal hour. 
« An eaſy labour ſhall my reign ſecure; 
Let offered pelf a ſcottiſh ſoul allure. 
« Haſte, Mammon! haſte, the venal mind enthral, 
e And ladies, chairmen, and Cotytto fall,” 
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Pleas'd, with the taſk, the wayward godhead cries, _ 


*« Siſter, enough ! obedient Mammon flies: 
Not earth, nor ſea, nor airy wilds can ſhow 

„% A queen more honour'd by the fiends below. 
Thy boon is granted, think thy bidding done; 
« Exult in vengeance ere to-morrow's ſun.” 


CANTO THE THIRD. 


SHALL impious man againſt the torrent ſtrive, 
When pow'rs above th* almighty bias give? 
In human things there is a ſecret tide, 

And ruling gods the flux and reflux guide. 

A gueſt unwonted, Mammon took his way, 

To Broad-faint-Giles's, where Macpherſon lay; 
And lofty garret ſearch'd, and cellar deep, 
Where trulls and taylors painful vigils keep ; 
And many a ſcene explor'd of humble ſin, 
Where tatter'd lovers bath'd their cares in gin. 
In airy citadel the youth he found ; 


The toils of night, in morning ſleep, he drown'd 4 
The youth, whoſe might Cotytto's {miles approv'd, 


A counteſs honour'd, and a dutcheſs loy'd. 
In dreams he wafted Charley o'er the main, 
He ſaw the king poſſeſs his own again; 


ty. 
And loudly ſnor'd, as when, in crannies pent, 
Th' impriſon'd wind is moaning for a vent; 

As Hamadryads mourn the woodman's ſtroke, | 
Or captive Ariel, from the rifted oak. 


The god, in form a ſcottiſh pedlar, ſtood, ' - 
He graſp'd a cloth- yard, made of truſty wood; 

Red were the plaited honours of his head; 

An ample wallet o'er his ſhoulders ſpread. | 
« Sleep'ſt thou,” the viſion cry'd, © unthrifty loon 7 
A ſcottiſh chairman ſnore till twelve at noon ! 

% Ev'n beaus and belles already rub their eyes: 

« Degen'rate ſtripling! to thy labours riſe. 

« IIl fits it him, whom golden hopes invite, 

« All day to ſlumber, or to ſnore all night. 

„ Behold this hairy pouch, tis lin'd with gold, 

« Three times I fill'd it fince the moon grew old. 
True, thou art honour'd at Cotytta's board ; _ 

* But does thy counteſs pour a golden hoard ? 

« What ! art thou meanly gull'd with pleaſure's name? 
And wouldſt thou, gratis, meet a lady's flame ? 

“ Never, oh! never till a barren foil ; | 
Leet profit be the fruit of ſtrength and toil. 

« Thy ſtrength for gain was given thee from above; 
With rev'rence uſe it—claim the fare of love.” 


He ſmote him thrice, and at his face he threw 
The hairy pouch, and thro' a key-hole flew. 
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Chill'd with amaze, up ſprang the ſtarting ſwain, 


His boſom throbbing with the ſtings of gain: 

Much he revolv'd the lore within his mind, 

Much at the pleaſures of the night repin'd ; 

The future profits of his ſtrength ſurvey'd, 

And ſaw that am'rous chairmen ſhould be paid. 
Why did I toil the weary live-long night? 

« What profit crowns me with the dawning light ? 
«© How was I paid ?—theſe empty pockets hide, 
« All conſcious night! leſt brother Scots deride. 


« Now, by the dark brown hills and ſhades that fail, 


& Roll din their clouds, along my native vale, 

« "Twas baſe !—but heav'n inſpires—a lucky caſt ; 

All is not Joſt, nor is th? occaſion paſt. 

s Let high-born youths, of foft and feeble mold, 

4 Beſtow their paſſion, and beſtow their gold 

The chairman's love, of more exalted kind, 

« Deſerves a meed, a meed ſhall ſyrely find. 

J will be paid my price, — will, by heav'n ! 

& Nor ſquander talents for my profit giv'n.“ 

Fierce as the courſer ſwims the foamy tides, 

And darts like lightning to his ſnorting brides z 

Fierce as the lioneſs, deſpoil'd of young; K 
Fierce as the panther, by an arrow ſtung; 

Fierce as the crocodile with maily ſhell, 

Or keen hyena, felleſt of the fell; 

Macpherſon flies, as dircful paſſions goad, 

And ſoon he reach'd Glycerias? proud abode. 4 un 
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Scarce ſixteen ſummers o'er her head had roll'd, . 
In years an infant, but in pleaſures old. 
A noble youth, of antique virtuous ſtrain, 
Had ſought the maid amidſt the rural train; 
His honeſt heart her artleſa manners move, 
A precious mine ſhe ſeems of gentle love. 
Her mother buſtled in domeſtic cares; 
Her father call'd the houſe to nightly pray'rs ; 
' Nought had ſhe view'd beyond a ſimple ſquire, 


A village ball had bounded her deſire. 


The god of marriage ſtrew'd the bridal bed, 

And cupids ſeem'd to hover round his head. 
Young as ſhe was, the wily maid, with art, 
Could hide the plaits and foldings of the heart; 
But who ſhall paint the thouſand fiends that lay 
Veildin reſerve, and ſhun'd the piercing day? 
Luſt, envy, rage, revenge, a yelling train, 
Death to the ſight, and madneſs to the brain {— 
She ſought each ſehool of folly, to his coſt ; 


And not a ſingle document was loſt : 


For pearls diſfoly'd her coſtly thirſt wou'd call, 
And mortgage manors for a ſingle ball: 
By faſhion plum d to ſail thro? clouds of vice, 

And chace the high- born meteors of caprice, 

' She join'd the patriot roll of public wives, 
And us'd the licence, which a huſband gives; 
Inflam'd the town with fires that long had glow'd, 

And practis'd all her working fancy ſhow'd. 
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Glycerias cry'd, and from her huſband flung, 
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From humble neſt, thus giddy, vain and loud, 


The lark aſcends and mixes with the cloud. 


Diſſolv'd in indolence, Glycenas lay, 
And curſt th” intruſion of her lord and day. 
Endow'd by nature, and adorn'd by art, 


With ev'ry charm to win a gentle heart, 


Her couch's ſide the youth, unheeded, preſt z 
Far other objects fill'd the matron's breaſt. . 
With ſick diſguſt his teizing love ſhe bears, 

His words unnoted roll upon her ears; 

Her wand'ring mind recalls Cotytto's rite, 

The loves, the joys, the chairmen of the night. 
Nor beauty now, nor youth, nor wit inflames 
More ſolid merit charms the modiſh dames. 
Thou, gen'rous youth, who would thine honour fave, 
Oh! ſhun the firens as th” untimely grave; 
Beware, as down th” expanſe of life you glide, 
The gilded flies that float upon the tide : 

Of ſilk and feathers are their fportive wings * 


But be not caught with artiſicial things: 


All downy ſoft the tinſel inſe&s ſhow ; 
But fear the bearded hook that lurks below. 


For ever in Cotytto's fane to live, 
« For ever die, tis all the gods can give ; 
* Tf gods there be with ſudden fury ſtung, 
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When from the hall her Sawney's tone ſhe knew, 
She rag'd indignant, till the youth withdrew. 

Not more enrag'd the freezing audience low'rs, 
When long-drawn ſermons, waſte the wintry hours. 
Freed from the clog, with eager love ſhe ran, 

She flew, to claſp the much-enduring man; 

vet inly wonder'd that, diſdaining reſt, 

So ſoon again he haſted to her breaſt— 

But ſo ſurpriz'd, as none but ſhe can tell, 

Who lov'd a chairman, and who lov'd ſo well 

. « Lady, I come,” — with ſtamm'ring tongue, he ſaid, 1 


I come I come my lady to be paid.“ 


As when the trav'ller ruſhes on the brake, 
Where ſleeps in mazy folds the darting ſnaxe; 
As when a ſtripling moves in proud array, 

And meets an unpaid taylor in his way 

As when the bolt of Jove, deſcending red, 
Inflames the hay-ſtack o'er the ſhepherd's head, 
Aghaſt in pale diſmay, Glycerias ſtood ; 
Surprize and horror chill'd her curdling blood. 
„How ?—paid”—the diſappointed fair-one cries, 
ladignant lightnings flaſhing from her eyes; 
Haſt thou forgot the live-long night of love ? 

* And cannot beauty charm, nor kindneſs move ? 
“ Ungen'rous youth, avaunt ! my ſight forbear ; 
© I look'd for pleaſure—and of payment hear, — 


With purer flames an iriſh chairman glows, 


Nor ſordid cares, nor ſelfiſh aims he knows, 
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« Bear witneſs, night, with all thy ſtarry train, 


« Can faithful lovers dream of ſordid gain? 

« Did Venus buy the love of Mars with gold? 

« Was thine; Rinaldo, to th' enchantreſs * ſold? 
Did ſtrong Alcides from the lydian dame + 

« Demand the payment of a mutual flame ? 

« Or ſings the bard, that in Alcina's grove, 


« Twas gold inflam'd the Paladine þ to love?“ — 
„ Such dreams,” he cried, ** may ſuit the childiſh —_ 


« May well adorn a novel or a ſong: 

« A voice there is, that whiſpers in mine ear, 
The voice of gain, which Scotchmen always hear; 
« Love is a toil, a livelihood, a trade; 

« And prudent lovers ſhould for love be paid. 

« What ! thiok'ſt thou humble chairmen can afford 
« To give their toil for nothing, like a lord? 

« Laft night, laſt night, the pleaſures paſt behold, 

« And let me feel thy gratitude in gold, — 

« Nay bend not, lady, ſuch an angry frown, 

« Leſt Sawney give thy ſecret to the town; 

« Left, gaunt and grim, before thy ſtarting eyes, 

« The hated fiends of nuptial diſcord riſe ; 

* Doctors and advocates, a ghaſtly train, 

And ſcrolls and parchments load the groaning plain.“ 


Armida. + Omphale. 


1 Ruggiero. vide A105 0 
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Vain are the pleading eyes, the melting tears, 
Soft ſpeech, careſſes, and becoming fears; 
Nor pleading eyes, nor ſoothing words controul, 
Th' unfeeling rigour of his venal ſoul. | 
Leſs fix'd, where cold riphean hills ariſe, 


Some rigid pine the mountain ſtorm defies. 


Th' afflicted matron loos d the ſtrings of gold, 
And from the ſpangled purſe, an off'ring told; 
Twice twenty guineas of the pureſt ore, 

Five double piſtoles, and a louiſ- d ore: 

Nor voice of dun, nor haughty bailiff's frown, 
Need ſtartle him who call'd the ſtore his own. 

« And is this trifle all—for love like mine ? 

" Why do thy trinkets gleam ; thy bracelets ſhine ? 
« I ſcorn thy niggard boon, ungrateful dame ! 
„Give me thy bracelets, or expect thy ſhame.” 
Her ſnowy wriſts with pearly chains were bound, 
And orient gems th? enamell'd figure crown'd ; 
Never, to grace the laughter-loving dame, 

From Vulcan's forge, a brighter trinket came: 


With greedy eyes, the venal Sawney view'd 


The precious trifles, and his claim purſu'd : 
With leſs defire Tarpeia view'd, of yore, 
The golden bracelets her beſiegers bore. 
In evil hour—alike to ſhame betray'd, 

The ſcottiſh chairman and the roman maid. 
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_ Glycerias cry*d, “ May lightning ſtrike me dead 
Or yawning earth cloſe trembling o'er my head! 
« Fre thou, the vileſt of the chairman band, 
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* Poſleſs the bracelet from my tender hand. | 
Is this the wretch that found Glycerias kind? 
„Thus, thus, I give my paſſion to the wind — 
T were better with a ſpouſe to mope forlorn, 

* Than truſt a chairman, and endure his ſcorn. 

* Who waits below ?—fly, ſeize this rulfian wight ;- 
« His inſtant ſuff'rings ſhall regale my fight; 


« Yon horſe-pond ſhall his infolence confound; 
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* Haſte, plunge him ; let him ſwim, like puppy drown'd.”— 3 
| And d 
Can blind revenge, by ſtormy paſſion led, | 
The level paths of ſober reaſon tread? 
Can manly firmneſs burſting rage controut ?— 
How then, ſhould woman's foft and pliant foul ? 
As when his keepers, crucl ſo to ſave, 
Would plange the maniac in the briny wave; 
The menial bands the valiant Scot encloſe, 
O'erpower'd, he ſinks beneath an hoſt of foes, 
By legs and arms the roaring victim take Z LESS 
And ſouſe he plunges in the ſable lake. T's ma 
So roars, ſo ſtruggles, to the temple led, Lay toſt 
The ſnowy ſteer, by fair Clitumnus bred. Thas od 
50, when the ſhepherds ſhear the fleecy train, Lats 


The ram reſiſts them, but reſiſts in vain. 
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Wet as a water-dog, Macpherſon ſtood, 
And ſhook from all his robes th' unwholeſome flood ; 
The fetid trophies of the deep he bears, 
And weeps from top te toe with inky tears 
Yet, dank and chill without, within retire, 
To warm his breaſt, the ſparks of godlike ire; 


And, ſputt'ring mud, revenge! revenge! he cry'd ; 


Revenge, revenge, the vocal ſquares reply'd. 


He curſt his love, he curſt the vengeful dame, 


He curſt Cotytto's rites, and myſtic flame. 


Some fiend inſpires, to make the ſecret known, 
And plut with tales of ſhame the ſpiteful town ; 
Bow-ſtreet he ſought, as deſp'rate fury led, 

And direful projects Jabour'd in his head. 


CANTO THE - FOURTH. 


LESS welcome is Aurora's dawning light 
To mariners diſmay'd, whoſe bark all night 


Lay toſt and beaten by the furious wave, 


That eddying rolls thro' many a ſtormy cave; 


Leſs welcome to the bee th' enamell'd flow'r ; 


Leſs welcome to the mead the yernal ſhow'r ; 
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Leſs welcome to the bird the ſhady grove, 
Leſs welcome evening to the wiſh of love; 
Than Bow-ſtreet to th' offended Sawney's eyes, 
While hopes of vengeance on his ſoul ariſe. 
He ſeeks the juftice, awful ſage, who ſways | 
With iron rod, and petty fin diſmays; 


The vagrant Capids, and the ftealthy band, 


By Hermes grac'd with fob- exploring hand; 
The ſage, whom bailiffs ferve and culprits fear, 
Mild to the wealthy, to the poor ſevere; 

His better fiſt, tremendous, wields the ſcale, 
And, pound and ounce, deals juſtice by retail; 
His left a mighty purſe for gold extends, 

And, as the gold is paid, the ſcale he bends. 
The happy morn was mark'd with fame and ſpoil, 
Five captive robbers crown'd the ſage's toil ; 

In fancy now he told the price of blood, 

And ſaw them dang'ling from the fatal wood; 
Ten mother harlots ſooth'd him with a fee : _ 
The riſing profits fill d his ſoul with glee : 

He ſhut his ſhop, and drown'd his cares in wine, 
Oporto's vintage, bey*rage anodyne ; 


His brother juſtices were plac'd around, 


Their plates with pudding and with beef were crown'd.* 


* His valiant peers were plac'd around, 


Thcir brows with roſes and with myrtles bound. 
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There, too, was ſet a hoary babe of grace, 
And wine and wiſdom brighten d ev'ry face 
While, as the potent fumes pervade the pate, 
They marſhal armies, and reform the ſtate ; 
In full-voic'd choir a hundred topics blend, 
And now the people, now the pavements mend, 


A train of ſuitors, round the portal crowd, 
Thick as the cluſt ring bees, a buzzing cloud, 
When ſudden rains along the meadow drive, 

Or patt'ring hail compels them to their hive ; 
Thick as the ghoſts along the ſtygian ſhore, 
When Charon's boat the pious trojan bore. * 
At once, by nature and by fury ſtrong, 

Th impetuous Sawney ruſhes thro” the throng. 
Louder than ſwine purſue their grunting way, 
And ſqueak in preſcience of the mortal day, 
Where Avon ſees full many a glaſs-houſe riſe, 


And many a flaughter'd hog the crimſon pavement dyes ; 


Or gooſe, prophetic of approaching rain, 
With flagging pinions ſcorns the duſty plain; 


The furious chairman thunder'd, ſtorm d, and growl'd, 
From room to room the threats of vengeance howl'd. 


Diſmay'd, aghaſt, the pale aſſiſtants ſtand 3 
Nor bolts nor bars his headlong rage withſtand ; 
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Quick as the lightning cleaves the ſolid earth, 
He burſt irrev'rent on the ſcene of mirth. 


&« A boon, a boon, time-honour'd ſirs, be cries, 
Your country calls you ; from the banquet riſe. 
Shall juſtice fail in Bow-ftreet's honour'd walls? 
Or magiſtrates carouſe, when glory calls ? 

Do you the ſcourge for humble vices hold, 
While proud offences riot uncontrouPd ? | 
Why hawk at larks and tits, when nobler game, 
Pheaſants and barnacles, your pounces claim ? 

If city ſpouſe the name of cuckold ſcorns, 

And men of worſhip hate the growth of horns "A 
Forſake your petty cares; to taſks aſpire 

Of bold emprize, that all your nerves require. 
Cotytto's rites—ob how ſhall I declare ! 

What foul pollutions taint the midnight air. 

Leſs monſtrous rout, lefs hateful rites were found, 
Where ocean clipt th' abodes of Circe round. 


By magic rear'd, the guilty palace tow'rs ; 


And maids and matrons crowdthe loathſome bow'rs. 


Watch-men, and bailiffs, may confound their pride ; 
Undaunted march, with fortune for your guide. 

Nor think, I call you to a barren toll ; 
Your virtue ſhall be paid with mighty ſpoil. 

Theſe ſeats the wealth of various climes diſplay, 
Guiana, Lybia, Indus, and Cathay, 
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In glad profuſion heap'd ; and wonders ſtrange, - 
As ever yet were-wrought by magic change, 

« Rehears'd in hall or bow'r by tuneful train, 

« Of claſſic, tuſcan, or provencal ftrain.” 


He ſaid, and lo, with ſudden ardour fir'd, 
Which hopes of plunder and renown inſpir'd, 
They cry'd, they ſhouted, —voices voices drown'd ; | 
And watchmen, bailiffs, conſtables came round. 
Never at tourney met a bolder throng ; 
Not peers of Charlemaign, renown'd in ſong : 
Not Circe's ſtabled rout more loudly roars ; 
Not louder Ocean when he rends the ſhores. 
The methodiſt alone their fury ſtay d; 
* The bottle is not out,” he would have ſaid, 
But thirſt of plunder might not brook delay, 
Their vortex ſwept the holy man away. 
„ Huzza!" they cried, * down with Cotytto ! down !Y— 
% Down with Cotytto !”” rings thro” half the town, 
Wine added courage to their rageful mood, 
Wings to their feet ;—before the fane they ſtood. 
Macpherſon ſtrode before, to point the way, 
And guide the blood-hounds to their deſtinꝰd prey, 
Their valiant hands diſplay nor ſword nor ſhield, 
But biting axe and weighty mattock wield ; 
Nor vainly wield ;—with many a thund'ring ſtroke, 
Ihe ſolid iron yields, and maſlive oak; : 
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Y The ſhiver'd gates in airy ſplinters f, ol But t 
2 And ſhouts of triumph rend the vaulted ſky. | The | 
| £ ha | « De 
3 Ah! hapleſs mortals ! little do they know 2 « Ar 
: The future moments, while the preſent flow. 4 W. 
: Cotytto's train again their rites purſu'd, W „ 
Again the banquet and the ſong renew'd.— ni Sa 
5 | Oh horror ! horror ! madneſs ! pale affright ! Pp 
g Confuſion ! anguiſh ! what a baleful ſight! _ „ 
The horrid myrmidons poſſeſs the fane, « Or 
E Watch, bailiffs, conſtables, a grimly train ; « He 
g « Oh! loſt, undone !“ each ſcreaming matron cries ; « Bel 
: « Oh! loſt, undone?” each ſturdy ſwain replies. « T. 
#3 « No time allow'd the head-dreſs teen epair, | « Fre 
«* Adjuſt the gown, or recompoſe the air: | « Fac 

„ Uncivil brutes ! why ſo abruptly come ? 1s g « An 

% Are theſe the manners of a dtawing- room?“ 4 

So mourn'd, but vainly mourn d, each gentle dame; 4 1 

And fled, but vainly fled, to hide her ſhame. « Th, 

Thus, when the bucks purſue their dappled loyes, « But 

And Cupid revels thro' th' enamour'd groves, « My 

Should ſome fell maſtiff on the plain appear, « Or 

The paphian rites are loſt in panic fear. | | « Not 

8 | „ The 

Cynopis only, calm and dauntleſs ſtood; «Any 

Nor fear d th” approaching ſhame, nor men of blood, - To 

Full fifty winters o'er her loves had roll'd ; 

«Vai 


And commerce with reproach had made her bold ; 
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But that her front its borrow'd treſſes ſhows, 
The ſnows of age had whiten'd on her brows. 
« Degen'rate matrons ! dry thoſe idle tears, 
« And baniſh aukward ſhame and infant fears. 
« Why for a common ill this childiſh woe ? | 
Tis what each wife muſt in her ſeaſon know. 
« Say, what is infamy ?—a ſhade, a name, 
A mere hobgoblin, baby minds to tame. 
« Does ſcandal wound the perſon or the purſe ? . 
« Or is a ſep'rate maintenance a curſe ? 


* 
* 


Here, daughters here — to huſh the ſtormy breaſt, 


% Bchold this vaſe, with ſtreams of mighty zeſt 

« Tis fill'd, an opiate to th* afflicted dame, 

« From plains of Nants the lov'd Nepenthe came: 
« Each to her lips the hallow'd phial guide, 

„And quaff, with long-drawn gulphs, the racy tide. 
« Its pow'r was known in old heroic times; 

6 Its pow'r is ſung in ever-honour'd rhymes. 
The cretan damſel mourn'd along the ſhore ; 

« But Bacchus chear'd her, and ſhe wept no more. 
„My daughters, learn to throw your ſhame aſide, 
Or rather turn your ſcandal to your pride; 

„Nor mourn, my dear allies, a huſband gone; 

* The town ſhall fifty huſbands give for one. 
Are we not form'd by nature's darling art, 

Jo feel a thouſand paſſions, and impart ? 

Vain were this ſtore of wiſhes and of charms, 

* If nature doom'd us for a huſband's arms. 
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nw | 6% The boundleſs pow'rs to bleſs and to be bleſt,— Thus, 
þ & Gods! ſhall we waſte them on a ſingle breaſt? | The c 
i | « No, conſcious of our charter, let us rove, ; Dawn. 
2 | 4% The kind ſultanas of promiſcuous love.“ O'Coi 
i | | | 3 
Her words and cordial re- aſſur d the dames; And! 
| n When thus O'Connor from the crowd exclaims, Jugs, 
I | O'Connor, ſtouteſt ſwain of Erin's race, Aud: 
2 | In ftrength Alcides, Hyacinth in grace, Ther. 
I & Aſſembled dames, and finewy chairmen, hear: From 
1 ö 4% Why are your ſpirits *pall'd with daſtard fear: As 
5 | « Say, why to chairmen hath all bountequs heav'n To 
t The brawny fiſt and mighty muſcles giv'n? Or? 
g 4 For ſight! for fight I—th' inſpiring god I feel And 
; « New ſtring my ſhoulders, and my knuckles ſteel ; 
« My boſom trembles with informing flame, Fe 
The rage of battle, and the thirſt of fame. « By 
" Spirit of Fin Macool, from ſhades below, * 
N * And thou, Cotytto! hear the ſolemn vow; A hi 
; „ O' Connors, hear! from you my lineage ſprings, - Sean 
| & "The long, long ſeries of conatian kings; By I 
| '« Hear, Brian Borumh ! from the realms of night; The 
| And thou, Mileſius! matchleſs in thy might; And 
This very day ſhall ſtout O'Connor fall; 
„Or yon baſe tquadrons fly the ſacred wall.” O 
Flun 
With mighty hand a candleſtick he ſent, On | 
Th' extinguiſh'd candle ſmoulder'd as it went; And 
N 8 . 
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Thus, red and diſmal, with portentous glare, 
The comet ruſhes thro” the poiſon'd air. 
Sawney the firſt-fruits of his treaſon found; 


O'Connor's proweſs fell'd him to the ground: 
"I'M" undaunted ehief purſues the vig'rous blow, 
And many a mighty conſtable lay low. 

Jugs, pitchers, bottles, candleſticks he flung, 
And crackling glaſſes round their temples ſung. 
There Wagſtaff, Crabtree, Clodpole, Jolthead died, 
From Elbow's noſtrils, guſh'd a crimſon tide. 
As ſkilful reapers lay the ſwarth along, 

In rows, O'Connor fell'd the cuckold throng ; 
Or, as in ſlaughter-houſe the butchers ſtand, 
And oxen my whene'er they raiſe the hand. 


Forth ike a jute rev'rend, grave and wiſe; 
„ Brothers, let's read the riot act,“ he cries, 
And ſunk —for on his head, enormous weight, 
A huge commode deſcends with all its freight. 
Scarce could five beaux the vaſe within ſuſtain 2 
By Phelim hurl'd it ſcatter'd drizling rain, 

The ſhiver'd vaſe in painted atoms flew, 


And amber ſtreams the proſtrate chief bedew. 


O' Carrol next th' eventful combat tries; 
Flung by his hand, a copious punch-bowl flies; 
On juſtice Guzzle's vaſty head it fell, | 
And ſtunn'd him with the vaſe he loy'd fo well. 
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| With Paddy, Murtagh to the battle flew ; | 80 w 
And one a diſh, and one a ſauce- boat, threw ; | Whe 

: The diſh and ortolans, divinely led, And 
| | A-light and reſt on juſtice Turtle's head; Laer 
Well could he teach where fatteſt ven'ſon roves, The 
What ſhores the turbot, what the lobſter loves z And 

The god of eating gave the wond”rous lore DS A po 

Now, lifeleſs, cold, his learning is no more ! | Jtda 

The ſauce-boat, at a full-fed juſtice thrown, The 

Err'd from its mark, yet brought a bailiff down. A ſec 

Nor were the matrons wanting to the fray ; | Mi 

With martial cries they ſhare the well-fought day. | As h 

Fierce as the dames of rocky Cyrnus * ſtood, ; Louc 

And dy'd their free-born hands in gallic blood; And 

Tt 


Or fiercer Amazons, renown'd of old, | 
Th' embattled car by freezing Tanais roll'd. | Fligh 
Rage lends them weapons for the deathful field ; 


Some brandiſh knives, and others ladles wield. O 
The proud Gorgopis in the van appears, rs 
A burning poker in ber hand ſhe bears. 
In evil hour the methodiſt was nigh ; But | 
Deep, deep, ſhe plung'd the weapon in his eye; A 
His eye, that well, with holy leer, could rove, _ 
And youthful ſiſters call to works of love. His 
| And 
Bene 


* The ancient name of Corſica. 
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So when the Cyclops, gorg'd with carnage, lay, 
Where cavern*d rocks immur'd the human prey; 
And doom'd to future feaſts the grecian band, 
Laertesꝰ offspring ſeiz'd the glaring brand; 
The hiſſing flames devour the orb of ſight, 
And plunge the ſavage in eternal night. 
A poliſh'd mirror Philomiſge hurl'd, 
It darted lightnings as in air it whirl'd ; 
The ſcatter'd fragments on the floor diſplay 
A ſecond combat, and reflected fray. 


Now loud and frequent roſe the din of fight, 
As howlings o'er the lybian wilds by night ; | 
Loud as when ſhrieking Bacchæ rend the ſky, 
And, crown'd with ivy, toſs their ſpears on high. 
Th invading bands recoil, with heartleſs fear, 
Flight in the van, confuſion in the rear. 


— By a 8 F 
TT PEI ITY kms 8 
. AE 2 2 on iſ : 


One chief, and one alone, undaunted ſtood ; 
A mighty pole he graſp'd of pond'rous wood : 
Once had he ply'd a barge on ſilver Thame, 
But now a watchman, Midnight was his name; 


A nymph of Billingſpate, with am'rous fire, 


A r 
„ e 


Inflam'd a god, and Neptune was his ſire: 
| His war- like ſon the god with favour view'd, 
And youthful vigour in his age renew d. 
Beneath his arm Cynopis, Lycis, died, 


And fell Gorgopis in her tow'ry pride ; 
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Now 


Glycerias, Biblis, and Bacchante fell, 
Fair Philomiſge ſought the ſhades of hell. Cotytto 
To quell his rage, the daring Murtagh flew, Confuſio 
And at the chief a brazen Venus threw, The gro: 
Torn from the ſolid baſe; with erring courſe, But valis 
She fled, and on a juſtice ſpent her force. Him Sh 
The puiſſant watchman, with a mighty thruſt, His ſir 2 
Returns th' aſſault and Murtagh bites the duſt ; Heav'n | 
Yet not in death, —reſerv'd, by Jove's decree, The piot 
Ere long to periſh on the gallows tree. Hear, 
| -«. If wo 
Young Paddy next th' unequal combat dares ; * Or gr 
Fair on his ſhoulders wav'd the cluſt'ring hairs, * Given 
And o'er his cheeks the bloom of beauty rov'd ; Andi 
Him Lycis woo'd, and Philomiſge lov d. * With 
A noble youth, as from the chace he came, % Myſte 
His mother view'd, and felt an am'rous flame; He graſp 
Her ſnowy ſmocks on Slany's bank ſhe dry'd, | And ſtoy 
The youth compreſs'd her by the river's ſide. The burn 
Endow'd with beauteous ſorm and manly grace, That glar 
Young Paddy iſſu'd from the ſtol'n embrace; Fate ſtop 
In carly youth the fleecy care he fed, He falls : 
But envious fate his ſteps to London led : So grinni 
Unhappy youth! he feels a gory wound, The lord 
The ſhades of death his ſwimming eyes ſurround. With ſho 
So ſome tall holly-hock, ſurcharg'd with rain, Tumbling 
Cotytto's 


Droops the bright hcad, and fades upon the plain. 


And tall 
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Now ev'ry juſtice to the fight returns ; 
Cotytto's bands recoil, the combat burns; 
Confufion on confuſion, rout on rout, 
The groan of anguiſh, the victorious ſhout. 
But valiant Thady chears the fainting throng z 
Him Shelah bore, unrival'd in the ſong ; 
His fire in darkneſs pip'd on Ullin's plain, 


Heav'n ſnatch'd his ſight, but gave th' immortal ſtrain ; 


The pious warrior thus preferr'd his pray'r : 

« Hear, great Cotytto ! from thy cloudy chair ; 
If worthy homage at thy ſhrine I paid, 

Or grateful ſtrains before thy altar play d; 
Give me to chace yon watchman from the fray, 
And ſeize his pole, the trophy of the day: 
With ſculpture grac'd, that votive pole ſhall ſtand, 
« Myſterious enſign to thy pious band.“ 

He graſp'd a ſtove, his arms Cotytto ſtrung, 

And ſtove and embers at the watchman flung : 

The burning coals deſcend, like ſhooting ſtars, 

That glance the ſignals of impending wars; 

Fate ſtops the watchman's breath, and ſeals his eyes ; 
© He falls and, grinning, on the pavement lies: 

So grinning lies, deform and ſtiff with gore, 

The lordly lion or the tuſky boar. | 

With ſhouts the victor ſeiz d his captive pole; 
Tumbling in heaps on heaps, th' invaders roll; 
Cotytto's train purſued them as they fled, 

And tall O Connor thunder'd at their head. 


f 
I. 
i 
: 


* » — $6 ap 
een, 


3 


S INDIE an 
: vu! _ 


r Xe 


9 . ou 


ma ng 


Nn 
1 
l 


Oi ego rn ro Ee a I Ie Sr), Gabe nt 
a ae - \ 


CA Mare Ger 
3 RS n 
FI = 


n 


13S oo oe OE IS > 
R n pg 


10 9 n 
WIS n 1 
S Eee ire nes on” 


* 


e 
F 
Wen 


146 

But Methodiſm, ſublime in air, appear d 

A bloody ſtandard to the mob ſhe rear'd, 
Her red right-hand a flaming fire-brand bore, 
And ſuicide had ſtain'd her robes with gore. 
Demoniac frenzy clamour'd at her fide, 
Deſpairing anguiſh, and religious pride. 

In peals of thunder to the crowd ſhe calls; 


„ Raze, raze, my children! yon Gomorrah's walls ; 
« There dwells the golden calf, and Rimmon's tar ; 
And whores of Babylon convoke from far, 


“ Children of Belial, an inceſtuous crowd, 

« As mourn'd for Thammuz or to Baalim bow'd.” 
Prompt at her call, beneath the goddels ſtand, 

The ſooty Mulcibers, a daring band ; 

The factious tribes, that flying ſhuttles dude, 

And butchers fell, in gory crimſon dy'd. 


Now dire diſmay thro” half the town had rung; 
More hideous rout than ever poet ſung ; 
And youths and matrons had reſign'd their life; 
But Jove deſcends, to calm the riſing ſtrife. 
The king of gods in awful ſtate appears ; 
With ſtedfaſt hand the golden ſcale he bears, 
Incumbent, ſailing on his eagle's plume ; 


Behind him rides, his new apoſtle Hume : * 


If we examine without prejudice the ancient heathen mythology 
as contained in the poets, we ſhall not diſcover in it any ſuch monſtrous 


abſurdity as we may be apt at firſt to imagine. Whete is the difficulty 


47S 2 


* 5 5; „ 8 
4 % 5s 
„ . 


With r 
Wields 
The go 
Reprovi 
« Daug 
« Siſter 
„ Your 
« By v: 
« Now 
« Share 
“% Thou, 


Who 


« Cotytt 
„ Whoſe 
“ Of bir 
« Of ſor 


of concei! 


u hich fort 
cies of inte 


ity than t 
paſſionate, 
apt amon 
abſolute at 
natural, th 
univerſe, i 
really carri 


Who find that decent godlineſs is gain: 


147 
With mighty pounce th* imperial bird of Jove, 
Wields the red bolt that awes the gods above. 
The god, ſevere, and dreadfully ſerene, 
Reproves Cotytto and the rival queen. 
„“ Daughters !” he ſaid, “ forbear the martial ſtrain ; 


« Siſters ye are, and ſhould like ſiſters reign. 


% Your labours to a common centre tend; 

„ By various means, ye ſeek a common end. 

„Now hear, with rev'rence, hear your king decide: 
Share the dominion, and in peace abide. 

© Thou, Methodiſm, poſſeſs the city train, 


“ Cotytto, thou, the courtly band of vice, 

«* Whoſe ſins demand the haut-gout of caprice 3 ; 
“Of birth too noble to reſpect a name, 

« Of ſouls too dignified to feel a ſhame.” 


of conceiving that the ſame powers and principles, whatever they were, 
which formed this viſible world, men and animals, produced alſo a ſpe- 


: cies of intelligent creatures of more refined ſubſtance and greater autho- 


rity than the reſt? That theſe creatures may be capricious, revengeſul, 
paſſionate, voluptuous, is eaſily conceived ; nor is any circumſtance more 
apt amongſt ourſelves to engender ſuch vices than the licence of 
abſolute authority. And in ſhort the whole mythological ſyſtem is ſo 
natural, that in the vaſt variety of planets and worlds contained in this 
univerſe, it ſeems more than probable, that ſome- where or other it is 


really carried into execution. 
Hou: Nat, Hiſt. of Religion, Eſſays, vol. II. 
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| The thund'rer ſought the ſtarry-pav'd abode, 
Where Hebe waited and the nectar flow'd. 
: Th? obedient ſiſters to their temples haſte, 
Reſume their orgies—and the war is paſt. | 
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| A COMPARISON BETWEEN ENGLAND AND IRELAND, | 


WRITTEN AND FIRST PUBLISHED IN THE YEAR 780. 


| OH Britain, fav'rite ſeat of arts and arms, 

Where free-born virtue ſpread her brighteſt charms, 
How ſunk, how loſt !—the boding fears ariſe ; 
Thy wealth, thy pleaſures, call forth patriot ſighs. 


Where are the days, the bleſt, the ſacred days, 
When engliſh honour ſhone, with cloudleſs rays ; 


This poem was written when party ſpirit ran very high in Ireland, 


and the author was very young; this will, he hopes, apologize for many 
ſentiments and refletions, which now appear to him rather too national. 
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When equal laws theif᷑ vig'rous arms diſplay'd, 
And wit, and genius ſported in the ſhade ? 

Then public zeal in private worth began, 

And roſe, and grew, to citizen from man ; 

A band of virtues trod thy fertile ground, 
And freedom ſmil'd, and all things ſmil'd around. 
Such Britain was : let contemplation range, 


And mark what Britain 1s, and mourn the change. 


Alas the change While vice the ſoul depraves, 

And ſoft pollutions melt down men to laves ;. 

For public crimes in private vice begin, 
And gen'ral luxury is gen'ral fin. 

Unhallow'd pleaſures ſtain the manly breaſt ; 

The pomp and richcs of the golden Eaſt. 

With torrid fury from th' aſcendant ftrike, 

To blaſt the body and the ſoul alike. 

Fair truth and virtue from their path retire, 

And radiant honour veils the modeſt fire. 

Where ſhall we find, in theſe degen'rate days, 

The voice of warning, or the guiding rays, 

The heav'n-taught knowledge which with thought began. 
Stampt by th Eternal on unſpotted man; 
That ſacred eye, that ſure inſtinctive light, 

That beam of god-head, darting on the right ? 

Too well, too well, the world is underſtood, 
To ſeek for private, now, in public good; 
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Britons, your aims to mighty ſelf advance; 
One ſtep beyond, is ſiction, and romance. 


To vileſt means the thirſt of pleaſure bends; 
It knows no country, and it owns no friends. 
Soft as ſhe ſeems, in evil ever bold, Fi, 

From ſtygian cells ſhe calls the luſt of gold ; 
A fiend more hideous, from th” infernal den, 
Heav'n ne'er awak'd to ſcourge the fins of men. 
With deadly fangs, and brazen front he ſtands, 
His boſom marble, and of fteel his hands; 
A pigmy, creeps, when little aims engage, 

Or ſtalks, a giant, with devouring rage. 

The woes of men are broider'd on his veſt, 
Pale forms of famine, all in gold expreſt. 
His baneful breath diffuſes pitchy night, 

And blear illuſion mocks the feeble fight. 

A livid fire is from his noſtrils roll'd, 

That turns ſublunar things to ſolid gold ; 

All charms of nature, ev'ry work of art, 

Gifts of the head, and praces of the heart. 
And, ever near him, mark deſpotie pride, 


With turban'd head, and hands in crimſon dy' d; 


By harnaſs'd vaſſals borne, on beds of down, 
He ſhakes with terror, while he ſeems to frown. 


Pleaſure, thou Rachel of the modern throng, 
Bright in thy charms, reſiſtleſs in thy ſong; 
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To gain thy ſmiles, what purchaſe is too dear ? 


What taſk too mean? what bondage too ſevere ? 
Enjoy'd, yet ſought, with unabated flame, 

With years of toil, eternity of ſhame ; 

By thee, the ſtateſman bows th” ingenuous bands, 
To act his earthy and abhorr'd commands; 


When captive ſouls are drawn to fatal bow'rs, 
And bowls of riot, crown'd with poiſon'd flow'rs. 


Seducers then art eaſy conqueſt find 
The diſtant virtue leſſens on the mind, 
And, ſcen thro' miſts of many a low-born thought, 


The ſordid aim ſhows greater than it ought. 


In mortal apathy, the ſureſt Gn 
Of freedom loſt, and nations in decline, 
Th” enfecbled mind is lifeleſs, cold, and dead; 
And taſte, alike, for books and virtue fled. 
While wit and humour ſcorn the poliſh'd land, 


More luſcious food the courtly throng demand, 


Behold the muſe, with dead and downcaft eye, 


No more the prieſteſs of eternity,“ 


No more the guardian of a people's fame, 


The ſacred arbitreſs of praiſe and ſhame ; 


* The prieſteſs muſe forbids the good to die, 
And opes the temple of eternity. | 


It is always the mark of a declining age, when the muſes fly a coun- 
try, For this I refer you to the hiſtory of greek and roman literature, 


Heaven forbid that Britain ſhould furniſh the third inſtance, 
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The crowds that trembled at her frown of yore, 
Are touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule no more, ® 
Fair truth is baniſh'd, fritter'd manly ſenſe, 

To flimſy canting, and to vain pretence. 


Tread ſoft, ye poets !—ſpare th' ill-manner'd jeſt, 


And lull, with ſentiment, the flumb'ring breaſt ; 
Exotic words, with hackney'd thoughts combine, 
Let decent dullneſs labour thro? the line; 

Forbid the rhyme, with clumſy ſtrength to rage; 
From poiſon'd ſatire, weed the level page. 
Behold, in groups the ſilken bands retire : 

Ah, ſpare to ſcorch them with poetic fire. 

A ſoul deform'd can ill the glaſs endure 


| Thus, books grow chaſte, as men become impure, 


The morbid ſoftneſs of polluted minds, 

In gen'ral truths, a private libel finds, 
And, vainly; wit her flaming falchion draws, 
When modiſh vice becomes a public cauſe. 


In ſuch _- age, and ſuch ill-fated ſoil, 
No gen'rous youths purſue the letter'd toil ; 
Or ſchemes of good by midnight tapers plan : 
Far other ſtudies form the riſing man. | 


* Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule alone. 


Porr. 


7 


W 
7 


n 2 ET 
„FFV 


r 2 


9 
1 0 


3 A 


5 
Thou ſoaring ſpirit ? whom ambition fires, 5 N 
No claſſic lore thine ardent wiſh requires. © 


Thy hopeful youth by living patterns frame, 


| Look not on books, they wake a dang'rous flame, 
For what can ſchool-men, what hiſtorians, teach, 
But barren virtues thou muſt never reach ? Fa 
What aid can Livy ? what can Plato give? Pl 
| Go to the brothel, and be taught to live * 
Or ſeek the ſage, with dice-box in his hand, * 
Who forms the future ſtateſman of the land. 10 
N Tkarn: learn, from him, to weigh 'the nation's fate, T 
The mighty chances, in a caſt of ſtate. F. 
| Thy conſcious eye ſhall, in thyſelf, behold Ti 
| How vile is manhood, and how precious gold, Of 
| The delphic leſſon “ beſt is taught by vice, A 
| We learn our value, and we make our Price. r. 
| | | 
| Or is there one, whom laviſh taſks offend, . Cc 
| ' Whoſe center'd ſoul would on itſelf depend : © 
| He wilely ſecks ſoft oriental climes, | 
And works his fortune out, by bolder crimes ; | 
T hat eaſtern treaſures may a borough win; = 
And nobly raiſe the current price of fin ; Az 
He pours corruption in a golden flood, Te 
And gives to perjury the price of blood. | Tl 
Thus, ſhall his deeds their harmony maintain, | Bl 
Guilty, alike, to laviſh and to gain De 
Fr 
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No lights and ſhades, commix'd in chequer'd ſtriſe, 
One genuine blackneſs clothes conſiſtent life. 


Ye heav'ns! in mercy to the feeling few, 
Snatch both the paſt and preſent from their view. 
Hide from ingenuous youth, the claſhc tome, 
'Th' immortal monuments of Greece and Rome, 
Where free-born genius, by the graces dreſt, 

Led wiſdom forth, and thron'd her in the breaſt. 

Oh why behold the noble and refin'd, 

The form of virtue, ruſhing on the mind, 

Embody'd ſeen, by youths of ancient fame, 

Tho? waſted now to ſhade and airy name? 

Of old, ſhe kindled inexpreflive love, 

And Greeks and Romans for her beauties ſtrove : 

Now, ſhould ſhe come to woo the britiſh train, 

Her brighteſt beauties were diſplay d in vain ; 

Condemn'd, proſcrib'd! ah! whither could ſhe fly ? 
'To what fond boſom ? or what kindling eye ? 


Unhappy land! by ancient forms undone ; 

The body left, the quick'ning ſpirit gone. 

As ſome fair oak, which once his arms diſplay'd, 

To birds a dwelling, and to beaſts a ſhade ; 

The gen'rous ſap when creeping ivy drains, ._ 
Blaſts the young ſhoots, and dries the ſwelling veins 
Decay'd it ſtands, empoiſon'd and deform, 


From lightnings black, and ſhiver'd by the ſtorm. 
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But ceaſe, my muſe, forbear thy ſullen ſong; 
Nor brood in anguiſh o'er the venal throng. 
Attend Ierne to the goal of fame, 
A youthful nation ſtarting for a name. 
Behold the beams of future glory riſe, 
And bright ſuffuſions ſtream along the ſkies. + 
See dawning arts the land of ſaints adorn, 


Oh hail the day-ſpring of the glorious morn ! 


When this green iſle roſe beauteous from the main, 


The loves and feelings roſe, a gentle train; 


The air was balmy, light the zephyrs flew, 


A golden luſtre ſtreak'd th' ethereal blue; 

With genial ſoftneſs, gratulation mild, 

The morn, like that of firſt creation, ſmil'd, 

A graceful form, our guardian Genius ſtood, 
And, looſe, his raiment wanton'd o'er the flood; 
Celeſtial green, enwrought with purple flow'rs, 
By ſubtle ſpirits wove in airy bow'rs; | 
His auburn hair in ſhining treſſes flow'd, | 

His poliſh'd check with youth immortal glow'd ; 
A crown of coral on his head he wore, 

The tuneful emblem “ of our ifle he bore ; 

And thrice he wav'd his hand, and round him came 
A thouſand miniſtcrs of ſubtle flame. 

„ Haſte, haſte, wy ſpirits, to your new domain, 


Wich wakcful pinions ſhade the fav'rite plain, 


* Ihe harp, the arms of Ireland. 
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« The breezes temper, ſhed profuſion round, 
* And purge from venom'd thing the holy ground. 
« Oh ſill, as now, her guiltleſs people ſaye, 
Her virgins modeſt, and her ſtriplings brave; 
« Letav'rice ne'er debaſe the manly mind, 
« Nor guilty flames pollute the ſofter kind.” 


They to their taſk—while, borne by vernal airs, 

The Genius to the pow'rs of fate repairs, 
That ply the loom in adamantine bow'rs, 

As round their labours wait th* obedient hours. 


« Some boon,” he cry'd, and wreath'd a beamy ſmile, 


« Some happy portion for my darling iſle. — 


The beſt of boons conſenting fate decreed, 
The gen”rous purpoſe, and heroic deed ; 
But ſternly added“ Long th' iernian train 
Shall pant and droop, beneath the galling chain; 
« And long ſhall Britain vaunt with cruel joy 
The pow'r of fiends and demons to deſtroy. 
« Her deadly arts ſhall curſe the teeming land, 
And blaſt the labours of th' induſtrious band. 
Where plenty woos, and commerce hails the plain, 
« Shall want and famine ftretch their gloomy reign. 
% Yet ſure, tho? late, ſhall commerce crown the ſoil, 


« Ard plenty hail, and freedom guard, the toil.” 
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So fate decreed—for mournful ages paſt, 
Our land, our lives, our talents run to waſte. 
No bleſſing left us, but the vital air, 

Th exhauſted natives funk in deep deſpair. 
To diſtant climes, fome bolder ſpirits fled ; 
1 fought for freedom, | and for freedom bled. 


While haughty Britain in th* aſcendant 1 
A baleful night on ſad Ierne lowr'd : 
Dark, dark eclipſe, without all hope of day, 
No wand'ring brightneſs, no reluctant ray. 


But now tis o' er, the noxious blaze declines, 
And, as it ſinks, our better planet ſhines. 
The hour is come and hark! the voice that cries, 
« My ſons, to freedom and to commerce riſe ; 
* The god of wealth ſhall bleſs the fav'rite plain, 
& Ariſe, and claim your portion of the main. 
See, arts of peace with arts of war combine, 
Ally'd, united, in the vaſt deſign ; | 
Ev'n coldeſt ſpirits catch the gen'rous flame, 
Ex'n meaneft natures feel the godlike aim: 
An ative heat, that knows nor pauſe, nor reſt, 
It glows, it flames, it burns from breaſt to breaſt. 


The buſy murmur of th” induſtrious train, 


The ſound of commerce, flies along the plain. 


And hark! Terne calfs her ſons to arms; 


From plain to plain, we hear the glad alarms. 
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On ev'ry breeze the ſacred banners ſtream; 
From hill to hill, the marſhald ſquadrons beam. 
Not ſhepherd's carrol, now, nor hunter's horn, 
Bat piercing fifes awake the ling'ring morn. 
Not rural ſports the village throng delight, 
But warlike leſſons, and the mimic fight. 
See, gayly dread, the virtuous bands appear, 
Dear to their country, and to freedom dear. 
No venal braves, by ſome poor ſtipend led, 
To ſell their worthleſs blood for daily bread z 


No ready engines, at a tyrant's word, 


*Gainſt human rights to draw the guilty ſword. 
Awake, alive, poſſeſt with glory's charms, 


"Tis virtue, virtue calls the hoſt to arms. 


They blend the citizen's and ſoldier's name, 


And reaſon ſanctiſies the martial flame. 

Each facred pledge that human life endears, 
Each awful call that ſounds to virtuous ears: 
The riſing energies of freeborn mind, 

The glorious ties that honour loves to bind ; 
And laft, the promiſe of a deathleſs meed, 


Shall prompt, or vainly prompt th heroic deed. 


What honeſt flames from ev'ry eye-ball dart 
What god-like tranſports heave the burſting heart ! 
Now virtue reigns, ſublime, ſupreme, confeſt ; 
A nation feels her like a ſingle breaſt. 
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Thus the rude ſketch would mark the ſiſter ſtates; 
Contraſted characters, contraſted fates. 


Trar, long a tyrant, joins the willing-thralls, 


Tunis, long a captive, late tor freedom calls; 


In painful virtues, TH1s, by ſorrows try'd, 
Trar, borne to vice, on gold's meridian tide, 
An ancient beauty, deck'd in borrow'd ſpoils, 
In gems, and baubles, tiſſue, paint and foils, 
With meretricious air, ſublimely vain, 
Diſdainful Britain ſweeps the gorgeous train; 
Alluring ſtill, and lovely in decay, 

She counts her vaſſals and ſhe boafts her ſway. 
But young lerne, like a village maid, 
Diſtruſts herſelf, of ev'ry gaze afraid, 

In ſimple garb array'd, with ruſtic air, 
Blooming ſhe ſtands, and innocently fair. 


Let poliſh'd arts the baſhful nymph refine, 


In filken raiment let her beauties ſhine, 


Th' admiring world ſhall own her peerleſs charms, 


And diſtant boſoms pant with ſoſt alarms. 


Oh may we ſoon in patriot labours ſee, 
All faiths unite, and partiſans agree. 
May tender charities, fraternal love, 
Compoſe the warring ſects that fiercely trove. 
Far to the winds be vain diſtinctions toſt, 


All other names, in Iriſhman be loſt, 
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No more let caſuiſtry, with guilty (kill, 
In good eternal ſeek a ſource of ill ; 1 
The little odious party rage forego, | 
One ſtrife alone, of public virtue know ; 
Lo, there her temple ſtands; a faultleſs frame, 
| From ancient Greece the ſacred model came, 
Ten thouſand ſeyeral paths may lead to heay'n, 
One, only one, to public weal is giv'n ; | 
And concord is that one——by her alone, 0. 
Shall commerce, wealth, and freedom, be our own. : 
Exulting ſtrains from wall to wall rebound, - 
Symphonious peals of gen'ral worſhip ſound, 
All various faiths in patriot love combine, 
All, all, harmonious, bow before the ſhrine ; 
And each, with pious vow, ſhall offer there 
The partial purpoſe and the jealous fear. 
A ſecond Paraclete, from heav'n above, 
On ey'ry breaſt deſcends the patriot love; 
Etherial myſtic fire—let all embrace, 
And, hand in hand, the paths of honour trace, 
Poſſeſt and purify'd with holy flame, > 
One god, one hope, one welfare, and one fame. 


And you, fair daughters of th' hibernian ſoil, 
Shall you be wanting to the patriot toil ? 
In ſtory'd volumes lives th' immortal praiſe - 


Of virtuous dames, in greek and roman days. 
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Did public danger private aid demand, + 
They gave their jewels, with no ſparing hand ; 
They met their huſbands red from glorious wars, 
And kiſs'd, with weeping joy, their honeſt {cars 
Nor fades the flame, that brightly burn'd of yore ; 
It warms the virgins of th” atlantic ſhore. 


Fair fall the lot of ev'ry gentle maid, | 
Whoſe lovely hands the work of freedom aid, 
Around her, may the vernal moments fling 
The bloomy pleaſures, from the dewy wing. 


For her, with pride, the gallant heart ſhall bloc. 


For her, ev'n cowards dare the mighty deed. 
How happy ſhe, whoſe milder ſtars require 
No painful virtues, no heroic fire ; 

Whoſe flow'ry lot is fall'n in peace! u! dwys, 
When cheap exertions win the patriot praile , 
Whole very foibles give a myriad food, 
Whoſe very luxuries are public good. 

Not hers to ſend a brother to the field, 

To furbiſh arms a ſire or ſon muſt wield, 
To ſtifle ſwelling nature's tender cry, 

Then bid farewell without one feeble ſigh. 
To baniſh from her cheek the fearful pale, 
While the loud din comes thund'ring on the gale, 


To meet a lover, on th' untimely bier, 


And nobly mourn, without a woman's tear. 
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Such trials heav'n, ſeverely kind, ordains 
To you, ye daughters of th? atlantic plains, | 
And while ye nobly bear ;—our female band 
Flaunt in the trappings of a foreign land. 

But one poor ſacrifice, of tinſel pride, 

Their country claims; and is that boon deny'd ? 
Oh born, with hearts the wretch's pangs to feel! 
Shall idle pomp your tender boſoms ſteel ? 

While foreign robes your poliſh'd limbs enfold, * 
Induſtrious throngs muſt ſhudder in the cold. 
That ſound of woe — their infants piercing cries ! 
Hear the loud groans of eager anguiſh riſe ; 
And you, the cauſe,—retire, ye guilty fair, — 
Your charms be blaſted, and your hopes deſpair. 
Oh heartleſs woman ! dar'ſt thou wiſh to prove 

Th' expanding raptures of parental love? 

To view, to hear, a ſmiling, prattling, race ? 

Or bend to fold them in a dear embrace? 


| Here, female honour found a peaceful cell, 
The meek-ey'd train of female virtues dwell. 
What praiſe is wanting to th' hibernian dame ? 
One, one, alone, to feel the patriot flame. | 
And ſhe does feel—behold what arts of gain, 

At her ſoft bidding, ſpread from plain to plain; 


* This was written at a time when ſome patriotic perſons warmly 
promoted reſolutions againſt the uſe of foreign manufattures, 
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What numbers toil to forge the various arms, 
That conq'ring beauty ſeeks for ſoft alarms. 

Her riſing ſoul unwonted ardour knows; 

Her lonely hour in taſk unwonted flows, 

Behold the maid her ſilken warp extend, 

And croſs the woof, and light with-ſhadow lend. 
Not ſuch the web, as wanton Helen * wove, 

With tales of wand'ring, fill'd, and guilty love; 
But ſuch, as might, in happier days and climes, 
Beſecm the daughters of heroic times. | 
The banner grows beneath her cunning hand, 
The ſure palladium of a free- born band. | 


How nobly is the glorious courſe begim ? 
Oh faint not,. fail not, ere the race you run. 
No feeble pauſe, no cold-unmanly ſtay, 
Haſte, ruſh, aſpire, where glory points the way. 
Oh might the virtues of my native throng 
Give force prophetic to the partial ſong. 
Dare ye not then the great occaſion meet, 
When heav'n prepares, and lays it at your feet, 
When fortune wovs you, but to reach the hand, 


And take whate'er your ſanguine hopes demand? 


Shall toys and baubles ſooth a mighty mind, 
For tarniſh'd ſame, and liberty reſign'd ? 
And will ye, like th' untutor'd Indian, ſel! 
Your golden treaſures for a bead or ſhell? 


* Homrx's Iliad, Book III. 
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Devoid of freedom, commerce were a curſe, 

Since wealth would make the ſtate of bondage worſe ; 

Bid the ſtern hand of pow'r deſpotic fall, 

And forge th occaſions that for rapine call. 

Poor is the ſlave chat labours in the mine, 

Tho' rich with ore the pillar'd caverns ſhine 

And poor the ſailor ſhipwreck'd on the waſte, 

Tho? precious coffers are around him caſt. 
Oh might our ſenate feel a virtuous pride, 

And patriot warmth with temper'd wiſdom guide, 

With frugal care reſtrain the bounteous hand, 

And ſpare the pittance of a beggar'd land; 

And long our people hold each hand and heart, 

Conjoin'd, incorporate, no more to part; 

Eternal band, the pledge of ſmiling days, 

Of patriot ardours, and of virtuous praiſe. 


May Britain ſoon her better int'reſt know, 
Nor ſpurn the good Ierne can beſtow ; 
Her paltry pride, her mean ſuſpicions, chace, 
And win by bounteous acts a grateful race. 
In many a maze while commeree flows around, 
New force and value ſhall to her redound ; 
Wide and more wide the genial currents borne, 
With riſing herbage ſhall their banks adorn, 
And ſcatter plenty, as their path they ſweep, 
Then fink in her, as in their parent deep. 
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Or like the blood, with heat informing, roll, 
Strength to the limbs, and ſpirit to the ſoul ; 
Thro? us diffus'd, as thro? ſome meaner part, 
To her returning, as the vital heart. 


While wealth was ours, we pour'd it like a flood, 


And many a plain was red with loyal blood. 
Whereꝰ er the croſs of Britain ſtreams around, 
Terne's ſons, array'd in ſteel, are found; 


And ſee our land a recompenſe unfold, 


More rich, more vaſt, than mines of pureſt gold: 


Here, Britain ſhall re-lume her antient flame, 
And learn again to glow at virtue's name — 
The long loſt ſpark of gen'rous daring find, 
And purge from fluggiſh droſs the torpid mind; 
As bright example lends promethean heat, 
The palſy'd hearts again for freedom beat. 
See radiant forms of public zeal ariſe, 


They live, they move, they paſs before your eyes ; 


That awful call !—the dread oblivion ſhake, 


Hear, Britons, hear, and from your trances wake. 


Renew the glories of thoſe ancient times, 
When righteous anger flam'd at public crimes. 
In majeſty ſevere, the people roſe, | 
And cry'd for vengeance on their common foes ; 


A mighty voice, as many waters loud, 
As thunder dreadful to the yenal crowd. 
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The pitying heav'ns, to give ſome pond”ring ſpace, 
From final ruin ſav'd the votive race; | 
When ready triumphs ſeem'd to court their foes, 
Envenom'd gales and headlong whirlwinds roſe. 
Now, Britain, chooſe, while yet a choice remains; 
Preſerve the reliques of thy vaſt domains. 
The ſcanty portion winds and billows ſpare, 
Embrace it, hoard it with a miſer's care; 
Oh tempt no more the fierce avenging pow'r ; 
But ſeize the preſent, tis th' allotted hour, 

' Eventful now, that marks thy future doom, 
For riſing glories, or eternal gloom ; 
Reſtrain thy luxury, controul thy pride, 
Let preſent ills to future bleſſings guide; 
Like ſtrong Anteus from thy fall ariſe ; 
Renew'd by weakneſs, and by madneſs wiſe, 
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A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


ON HIS HAVING ADDICTED HIMSFLF TO THE 


STUDY OF POETRY. 
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AND wouldſt thou, then, in taſks of verſe engage ? 
Throbs thy young boſom with poetic rage? 

Oh truſt th' experienc'd, truſt me, deareſt boy, 

The walks of Pindus ſeldom lead to joy. 

In thoſe green paths, while yet 'tis morning, play; 
Cull the wild flow'rs that riſe along the way 

In chaſing butterflies conſume thy prime, 


Adorn thy temples with the ſhoots of rhyme. 
Awhile thou may'ſt, if thus thy fancy leads ; 
But range not long, in thoſe enchanted meads. 
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To grave purſuits, and ſerious taſks retire, 
Ere manhood riſes to meridian fire ; 
Leſt thou ſhouldſt ſee, the noon in trifling paſt, 
Thy ſun deſcend, in poverty at laſt. 
Yet wiſdom's voice, thy ſoul did wiſdom ſway, 
Would inſtant turn thy ſelf-deluding way. 
Not one ſhort moment giv'n to youthful heat, 
One pauſe of dalliance, in the muſes? ſeat ; 
Within their bow'rs a thouſand demons bide, 
A thouſand ſnakes within their flow'rets hide. 


A plaſtic god informs the poet's mind, 
He makes the beauteous which he does not find, 
Diſplays th' ideal paradiſe around, 
And ſmiles the barren heath to fairy ground, 
His Midas“ hands enobled objects hold, 
And feel and touch the meaneſt droſs to gold. 
Ah, fatal gift, what comfort canſt thou bring ?— 
Leſs to the bard, than to the lydian king. 
Attendant Fancy, from the wilds of air, 
Convokes the ſmiling families of Fair, 
The beauteous elves that o'er creation rove, 
Delightful children of almighty love ; 
Prompt, at her call, the bright ideas throng, 
And ruſh, profuſely, thro' the bloomy ſong. 
At Fancy's ſide, the young-ey'd Paſſions ſtand, 3 
Sweet bluſhing boys, in form, a cherub band; 


4 
. 
4 

> 
2 
. 

0 

bh 

5 
A 
1 7 
4 


l 
i 
o 
rf 
= 
= 
— 
2 
» OA 
. 
* 
3 
1 
hw. 
JEWS 
75 
— 
ME 
OLE 
= OE 
7 
= 
Ke 
2 
3 I 
$ 
0 
of 
*. 
© If 
5 
1 Cl 
"OA 
C 
— 1 
h 
_ 
8 
5 1 
3 
TR 
S 
— 
8 
ä 
2 
"ID 
Is 
WR 
wo. 
£4 4 
1 
= 
= 
SLE 
©» 
= 
\_— 
a, 
= 
D 
” 
* 
. 
1 
mY 
0 
2 
£4 © 
x 
X.. 
35 
FP 
= 
+1. 
2 g 
EET 
- II 
AM 
3 
of. þ 
* 7 
E 
x 
4 * 
2 
> 
. 3 
+ 0 
4 
"— 
by _ 
21 
* 
"ap, 
2 2 
"=> 
* 
If # 
- 
=y 
3 
_ = 
be 
AY 
— 15 
* 
5 
% 
-_ 
= 
. = 
59 
a 
1 5 
NT 
7 ne 2 
1 
1 
"STAT 
> 
1 
. 
ol 
£28 
* 
E 
vi 
x 2 
1 
"Wo 
9. 
* 
9 
* 
1 
* 4 
3 2 5 
ey” 
„ 
8 
39 
EL, 
ME 
WES 
To 
by „ 


170 
The ſoul „ to lodge the ſmiling train ; 
Ab, little fearful of the future pain, 
Beneath his wings, each veils a barbed dart, 
Till deep it quivers in the bleeding heart, 
Then marks, with cruel pride, his guilty ſkill, 
And flutters round, in wantonneſs of ill. 


Ev'n while abroad th' excurſive ſpirit flies, 
Pervades the ocean, or aſcends the ſkies, 
And culls whate'er of harmony and grace, 
Eternal bounty ſhow'rs on nature's face 3 | 
While not an object is too high, too low, 


The ftars that tremble, or the flow'rs that blow, 
The troubled workings of th' impaſſion'd mind, 


Or humbler inſtincts of the feather'd kind; 
The harrow'd ſpirit ſhows the naked veins, 


All quick and trembling, to the touch of pains, 


The lighteſt feather fortune's airs diſpenſe, 


Like venom'd ponyards, wounds the morbid ſenſe, 
Should fate ſome wretch to keener organs doom, 8 


In vain, for him, might laviſh nature bloom; 
The ſecret texture would the ſenſe invade, 
Its uſeful vaniſh, and its beauteous fade, 
And ev'n the faireſt flow'ret give to view 
But certain atoms, rang'd in order due. 
Self-deſtin'd poet, this thy dread employ ; 
To look to ſorrow, thro th! apparent joy, 
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To loſe the pleaſure too much underſtood, 
And feel away from things the ſurface good. 


Such ſeeds of woe the bard within him bears ; 
Nor will the world, believe me, dry his tears. 
A ſecret curſe purſues the luckleſs name; 
Oppreflive taxes load poetic fame; 
The dull impoſe them on the tuneful band, 
The world collects them, with remorſeleſs hand, 
Mark the cloſe phalanx of the ſelfiſh ſchools, 
Array'd to guard the dignity of fools ; 
Not with more ſcorn, the phariſee of old, 
On the poor publican, his glances roll'd, 
Than they, on poets, and in zealous fit, 
Thank heav'n, they never dealt with wicked wit. 
See fortune's ſons, with pond'rous might, combine, 
To drive the muſes from her gothic ſhrine. 
Say, wouldſt thou thrive correct the feeling heart ! 
And hold the world but as a mighty mart, 
Where each man's talent is expos'd for gold, 
And minds are valued, as they may be ſold; 
There, his that glows with verye poetic fraught, 
By many cheapen'd, ſhall by few be bought; 
Like a thin tiſſue, fit for ſummer wear, 
Held, wy the grave, too flimſy, and too dear. 


Still thou wouldſt write: to tame thy youthful _—_ 
Recall to life the _—_ of the Iyee 
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Lo, ev'ry face the lines of ſorrow bears, Oh 
And ev'ry wreath is wet with dropping tears; of 
Such deadly damps the verdant meed bedew, Th 
| It ſeems funereal, as the ſtygian yew. He 
| Aſk of the train, and they, perhaps, may tell, 
| Around the bard, what riſing comforts dwell ; I 
| What iſles of bliſs he finds, in ſorrow's deep, Th 
What golden viſions chear his fatal ſleep. Ho 
| f WI 
| Hear'ſt thou the ſtrain that tells of Pheræ's “ youth On, 
How death recoiling own'd a matron's truth; on 
| Eternal monument of female fame, Nos 
| | The hallow'd ſcroll that bears Alceſtis' name. The 
| See how her children weep around the fair, His 
| Her arms, alternate, fold the little pair; His 
The mother yielding to the wife alone, 
| She burſts from being with a ſmile and groan, 
From rocky glens, and brakes, and caves retir'd, Sco 
Floats the ſad ſtrain by grief herſelf inſpir'd. Sue 
| Pro 
What was his doom, whoſe hand unrival'd bears 
The facred key, that opes the fount of tears, ; 
Of holy Socrates the choſen friend wy 
A life of ſuffering and a direful end ; pro 
Pain, want, and obloquy gloom'd o'er his days pie, 
And envy ev'n withheld the boon of praiſe, ; 
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Oh turn thee to chat ſpectacle of woe, 
If thou haſt feeling, let thy ſorrows flow; 

The dogs of hell the feeble bard ſurround, 

He ſhrieks his mangled limbs beſtrew the ground! * 


There, Ovid mourns, along the pontic plain, 
The luckleſs paſſion, and th? unguarded ſtrain ; 
How frail and brief imperial friendſhips prove, 
What giddy perils wait imperial love. 
Once, the proud thing that met a Julia's fires, 
Once, the gay tutor of the young deſires ; 
Now faint and womaniſh, to tears reſigu d, 
The feeble numbers ſpeak th? enervate mind: + 
His Julia's portrait all at random caſt, 
His art of love is torn, and ſcatter'd o'er the waſte. 


There honeſt Juvenal, whoſe manly page 

Scourg'd the rank vices of a ſhameleſs age. | 
Swoln with the ſurfeit of luxurious wealth, _ . 

Proud Rome imbib'd the bitter draught of health; 


* Eutipides ſeems to have lived in great indigence. He was the ſa- 
vourite pupil of Socrates, and has been called, from his moral and didactic 
turn, O «74 71; oxnm; $00506@-, Of above an hundred plays which he 
produced, only five or ſix obtained the prize, and at laſt he was torn to 
pieces by dogs. | 


+ In the elegies from Pontus the genius of Ovid feems to defert him 
with his proſperity. | 
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And what his portion ?—read th' indignant ſtrain j— 
The lot of virtue“ is applauſe and pain. | 
&« Ah vain applauſe, the pain thou canſt not cure; 
„ Th' applauſe is tranſient, but the pains endure.” 


And he who fitted to the deep-ton'd Iyre 
Polluted Thebes, th' inceſtuous ſon and fire, 
The father's curſe, the brother's deathleſs hate, 
Th' eternal fiends that Cadmus line await. — 
Muſt the proud muſe, in regal crimſon dy'd, 
Crouch at a manager's inſulting pride ?— 
When Paris“ + nod proſcrib'd the lofty ſong, 
Vain were the ſceptred pall and vain the buſkin'd throng. 
Oh ſplendid impotence of barren praile ! 
No golden apples crown the ſtarving bays. 4 


® Probitas laudatur et alget. 
+ Patis, a famous actor. 


Corritur ad vocem jucundam, et carmen amicæ 
Thebaidos, lætam fecit cum Statius urbem, 
Promiſitque diem: tanta dulcedine captos 
Afficit ille animos, tantaque libidine vulgi 
Auditur: ſed cam fregit ſubſellia verſu, 
Eturit, intactam Patidi nifi vendat Agaren. 
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And hark, Laberius *, from the guilty ſtage, 
Mourns the ſad remnant of diſhonour'd age. 
When Cæſar's cruelty, with baſe controul, 
Would rend the feelings of a gen'rous ſoul ; 
Imperial ſpite devis'd the wounding taſk, 
The knight degraded in the jeſter's maſk 
But ſhame, recoiling, mock'd th' infernal aim, 
Flew from the bard, and ſmote the tyrant's name. 


Ambition bade young Petrarch's + eyes explore 
The deep receſſes of the legal ſtore ; 
Religion woo'd him to the hallow'd toil 
Of ſacred volumes by the midnight oil; 
From lurid cells, he drew, with pious hand, 
The precious reliques of the claſhc band. 
Beneath an heap of gothic rubbiſh hurP'd, 
And mingled fragments of a waſted world, 


Julius Cæſar, by a moſt odious refinement in cruelty, deſiring to 
outrage the feelings of an ingenuous mind, compelled Laberius, a Ro- 
man knight, and a poet of ſome eminence, to perform a part in a farce 
on the public ſtage. His ſpirited and pathetic lamentation on that oc- 
caſion is ſtill extant, and muſt equally excite our eſteem and compaſſion 
for the poet, and our deteſtation and contempt for the tyrant. 


+ Petrarch was deſigned for the ſtudy of the law, by his father, and 
applied himſelf, for a while, with great application to that profeſſion. 


He, afterwards, went into the church, and was in great favour at the 
Pope's court. It is not ſo generally known, that he was one of the great * # 
reſtorers of ancient literature, and made a very large collection of manu- 


ſcripts of the claſſics. 
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When, like an earthquake, the barbarian's hate 
Broke the coloſſus of the roman ſtate, 
For ages ſunk, the muſe of Tiber lay ; 
But Petrarch's hand reveal'd her to the day. 
Unworthy paſhon came, with baſe controul, 
And ſhrunk the ſinews of the mighty ſoul ; 
It curſt his life, it dwindled all his fame, 
It ſunk the ſcholar's in the lover's name. 


What art ſhall ſooth, what counſel ſhall controul, 
Th' eternal ſtorm of Taſſo's madding ſoul? 
He ſhone, unrivall'd for the ſword and pen, 
And curſt he ſhone, beyond the lot of men. 
Love, fear, reſentment, jealouſy, diſdain, 
In wild ſucceſſion goad the tortur'd brain. 
Might heav'nly harpings ſooth th? infernal band, 
Nor borrow'd lyre he needs, nor David's hand. — 


Such ftrains are thine—perturbed noble mind, 


Where ſhalt thou reſt ?—or where an harbour find ? 
Thy days in exile or in priſon paſt, 
In madneſs muſt thou ſeek repoſe at laſt ? 


See the bold muſe exulting Tagus bore, 
A wretched exile on a diſtant ſhore. 
Hark, the ſwart caſt unwonted ſtrains ſhall boat, 
And chords angelic ſooth the burning coaſt. 


From pain to pain thy wand'ring ſteps were led, 
And ſhames and ſorrows crowded on thy head, 


4 


„ _ 
Wounds, want, and chains thy ſoul, by turns, eſſay, 
And, worſt and laſt, a petty tyrant's ſway : 

Such was thy lot, Camoens, and fortune's hate 
Had mark'd thy numbers for a filent fate, 

But thy ſtrong hand her enyious rage defy'd, 
And ſnatch'd thy glory from th” oblivious tide j— 
High, o'er his head, th' immortal tome he bore, 


And ſtem'd the ſaucy main, and proudly gain'd the ſhore.— 


Illuſtrious poet, what returns of praiſe, 1 
What beams of comfort, chear thy cloſing days ? 
An hoſpital receives th' indignant bard, 

And beggars' alms the ſacred ſong reward 
Alas, how little can the vulgar eyes 

Revere the poet, thro” the mean diſguiſe 

Of abje& want, and own th* etherial flame, 

And hail the nurſling of eternal fame. 

Thus, at ſome maſque, unhonour'd and unknown, 
A prince is ſhrouded in the palmer's gown. 


And thou that mourn'd the pang, to ride, to run, 
To ſpend, to give, to want, to be undone 3 
Sweet child of fancy, prince of britiſh ſong, | 
Dear to the learn'd, the brave, and beauteous throng ; 
To Sidney dear, by Raleigh lov'd in vaio, i 
Eliza vainly prais'd thy peerleſs ſtrain. 
Lo, half thy fame is ſwallow'd by the deep,— 
What floods of brine thy thorny pillow ſteep | ! 


R 
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Not ſoft they fall, by Malla's pleafant ſhore, 


Under the foot of Mole, that mountain hoar. | =. 
Ah me, no more at pity's call they flow, What t 
No more embalm the lover's gentle woe ; | | Or kad 
For keen diſtreſs they flow, domeſtic harms, „ or ligh 
For muſes ſilent midſt the rage of arms; | | Thi ef 
Mourn the wide ravages of civil ftrife, Alas, r 
And quench the fmould'ring lamp of weary life. „ | A dll 
Where, Spenſer, where was Gloriana's hand ? Awhile 
Art thou an exile from thy native land? 85 | Then, 
Shall princes thus immortal praife reward ? And ir 
Does thankleſs Britain fpurn her nobleſt bard ? The feel 

For thee, Defpair unfolds his hideous cave, | 
The horrid forms of ghaſtly famine rave; | Yet h 
That eye to pity, and that heart to feel! | | Than D. 
What kindred ſoftneſs ſhall thine anguiſh heal? No taſk | 
Eblana + mourn, tht illuſtrious outcaſt dies ! | And par 
Ye nymphs of Liffey, join his parting fighs. | | She croy 
| On monl 
And thou, with age oppreſs'd, beſet with wrongs, 2 aked 
And fall'n on evil days, and evil tongues Or caters 
: 5 . But peac 
Under nnd. OS hoar, And 1 

Keeping my ſheep amongſt the cooly ſhade 
Of the green alders, by the Mulla's ſhore. From 
b x SPENSER, | 

| And ſhoy 
F We ire informed by Dr. Warton, that Spenſer periſhed for want in The whir 


the ſtreets of Dublin. He died in King · ſtreet, Oxmantown, Ob what ; 
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In darkneſs and with dangers compaſs'd round ; 
What ftars of joy thy night of anguiſh crown'd ? 
What breath of vernal airs, or ſound of till, 
Or haunt by Siloa's brook, or Sion's hill, 
Or light of cherubim, th' empyreal throne, 
Th' effulgent car and inexpreflive ou? 


Alas, not thine the foretaſte of thy praiſe; 


A dull oblivion wrapt thy mighty lays. 

Awhile thy glory funk, in dread repoſe, 

Then, with freſh vigour, like a giant roſe, 

And ſtrode ſublime, and paſs'd, with —_ rage, 
The feeble minions of a puny age. 


Yet happier thus, in high-born worth of ſong, 
Than Dryden, meaneſt of the tuneful throng 3 


No taſk ſo baſe his humble wants refuſe, 


And parties, patrons, printers ride his muſe ; 
She crowns the bigot, profligate, and vain, 

On monkiſh quibbles waſtes the noble ſtrain, 

In naked licenſe treads th unworthy ſtage, 

Or caters vile applauſe, with fuſtian rage. 

But peace, my muſe, the greeneſt foliage ſpread, 
And ſhade the foibles of the mighty dead. 


From Lee's abode the dreary curtains draw, 
And ſhow the darkling cell, the couch of ſtraw, 
The whip, the bonds, the haughty keeper's frowh,— 


Ob what a noble mind is there o'erthrown ! 


. 


— — —y-— P41 ng * 


180 


Behold thoſe eyes im wildeſt frenzy roll, 
That ſpeak the movements of a tuneful ſoul : 


'Ev'n now, the mind like ſome fair Edea lies, 


Now, ſudden blackneſs ſtains the leaden ſkies, 


The whirlwinds burſt—commix'd, confus'd, and torny- 


The faireſt ftow'rs, and goodlieſt plants are born. 


The ſtings of want when. famiſh'd Otway bore, 
Oh think, what pangs the gentle ſpirit tore ! 
Awake to mourn, and exquiſite to feel, 
How ſorrow rives-him with her heart of ſtcel ! 
Thou brighteſt fancy, ſofteſt, kindeſt, ſoul, 
There ſway'd the tragic muſe with high controul, 
And Venus kiſs d thy lips, and{bath'd thy ſtrain, 
In pureſt nectar; but ſhe bath'd in vain, 

Child of the graces, nurſling of the loves, 

In houſeleſs beggary, poor Otway roves. 

Lo, ſome kind hand the tardy boon ſupplies, 

A ſickly luſtre fills his hollow eyes, 

With trembling haſte, he graſps the precious mea}, 
The damps of death his weary eyelids ſeal. 


In mean dependance Butler's ſun deſcends ; 
See gentle Gay,—the hare with many friends ! 
Say wouldſt thow take their fortune, with their tame, 
A menial bondage, with a poet's name? 
No, rather with the doom of Collins thine, 
In ſecond childhood tortur'd thoughts reſign. 
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Behold yon ſhade ;—he'bears an antique roll, 
With many a ſcutcheon clad, and many a ſcroll ; 
*Tis he, the wond'rous youth of Briftowe's plain, 
That pour'd in Rowley's garb his ſolemn ftrain. 

A ſtripling ſcarcely, and yet more than, man; 
His race was ended, ere it well began. 
Th' indignant ſpirit tow'r'd o'er little men, 
He look'd thro? nature, with an angel's ken, 
And ſcorn'd, with conſcious pride, this petty ſtage, 
The tardy homage of. a thankleſs age. | 
Phe furies wrung his agonizing ſoul, 
And deſperation mix'd the ſtygian bowl. 


He too, that glory'd in a baſtard's name, 
The patient pupil of reproach and ſhame.— 

No father's ſmile, nor mother's tender tears, 

| Chear'd the fad cradle of his infant years. 

Lo, time for him prepares the ſcorns and whips, 
And ſteeps in poverty beyond the lips — 
Oh Savage, doubly born of noble kind, 
And tepfold noble in th' exalted mind, 
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Senſe, mem' ry, care, in bland oblivion loft, 

No more the ſoul with warring paſſion toſt; 
Long dead to pleaſure, now redeem'd from woe, 
The ſtreams of Lethe oer his ſpirit low, 

The deep'ning furrows of affliction lave, 


ſoul, with all-benumbing wave. 
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Want, fear, and calumny with dire controul, Fai 
And blood oppreſſive cling around thy ſoul ! To ſhi 
Oſt to themſelves their pangs the wretched owe, | If, fre 
But, Savage, thine from crimes of others low z | The c 
What demons fteel a ſhameleſs woman's breaſt ! Yet w 
Maternal fury, wilt thou never reſt ? | | That 
Wich vileſt falſhoods, ev'ry fiend-like art, | That | 
The human harpy reads his bleeding heart. his Or ch: 
Unweary'd hate the curſe of being gave, . Allur* 
Purſued thro' life, and ſunk him to the grave. Awhil 
Oh Savage, curſt with elegant deſires, "= Then, 
'Th' ennobled nature, the poetic fires; _ | He ron 
Thy roving wiſhes ſpread th' unweary'd wing, | | 
Their ſad returns of miſery to bring; Thu 
No peaceful olive proves their wand'rings paſt, | | And, i 
But noxious herbs, and fruits of bittereſt taſte, _ | PINE 
In dreary proſpect, dire exiſtence lies, Thy dc 
Where crowding ſorrows, woes on woes, arile ; I hear i 
The murder'd hopes, departed faith of friends, « The 
And mildeſt death, the long perſpective ends. _ « Haw 
Alas, what joy thy parting moment ſmooth'd, „ A 
By Pope embitter'd, by a jailor ſooth'd ; 4 Wou 
Strange comforter ! he chear'd thy priſon's gloom, % For x 
He gave thy reliques to the decent tomb. | The 
3 ' * Whe: 
®* Savage * his priſon received a letter full of bitter reproaches from „With 


Mr. Pope, which threw him into a fever on the ſpirits, of which he died. *<* Whil 
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For me,—regardleſs of poetic fame, 
To ſhun the ſorrows, I renounce the name. 
If, free from thorns, I ſnatch ſome obvious flow'e, 
The careleſs ſongſter of an idle hour, 
Yet well I know that ſongfters muſt be fed, 
That Pindus? ſtones ſhall never turn to bread ; 
That bards muſt learn on airy ſounds to live, 
Or change the muſes, for the means to thrive. 
Allur'd by breathing ſpring, and balmy gales, 
Awhile the linnet charms the ſounding vales, 
Then, mindful of his food, for fruit and grain, 
He roves the garden, or he wings the plain. 


Thus would I warn thee, from the tuneful throng, 
And, idle preacher, I would warn in ſong ;— | 
In vain the warning; charm'd with ſpecious ill, 

Thy doom is caft ; thou art a poet till. 

I hear thee cry, One darling boaſt remains, 

The free-born bard a ſordid wiſh diſdains ; 

Dear are the pangs his diſcontents impart, 

And dear his feelings, tho? they rend his heart. 
Would penſive Gray have chang'd bis ſombrous hue, 
For all the ſports that youthful lightneſs knew? 
The poet feels no envious gloom ariſe, 

When fortune robes her child, in many dyes ; 
Within his breaſt ; no baneful wiſhes low'r, 

< While the gay ſtripling vaunts his dream of pow'r. 
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in the treaſures that the muſe 
« Her gentle frenzy, and voluptuous woes, 
« He leaves the world, to fouls of baſer kind, 


beſtows, f 
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H ENCE, hungry Highlander, 

On barren Scotia's ſalvage mountains born, 

*Mongſt ragged goats forlorn, 

Where tempeſts yell, and want and famine wander. 


And hence, of mighty maw, 


The ſportſman eager, and beef · loving prieſt, 
Mute · brooding o er the feaſt, 


Who heap the plate, exhauſt, and heap again, 


Nor will diſcourſe maintain, 
But eat and eat, with never - weary'd jaw. 


Hail the train, ſo frank and free, 


In heav'n yclept good company, 


Fa 


RD CEOS I 
ny * LIFT 


En ee 


And by mortals here, choice ſpirits, . 
Of noiſy fame and jovial merits. " 
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When he war declar'd with ſpleen, 
Round Lyzus' banners ſeen, 
Firm ye ſtood, a gallant band, 
Good -humour ſecond in command. 
Young Lyzus ivy-crown'd, 
When, from Ind's remoteſt bound, 
Foaming tygers Whirl'd his car, 
Claim'd this laſt and nobleſt war, 
Each man arm'd him with a glaſs, 
Caught for ſhield a pretty laſs ; 
Martial peals decanters rang, 
Smacking corks the ſignal ſang ; 


All the night, and all the day, « 


| Ye chac'd the murky foe away. 


Hail the laughing youth and loud, 
Hail the merry-making crowd, 
Hail the face that ever ſmiles, 


Hail the breaſt that ne'er beguiles ; 


Come with revel, come with ſong, 


Lo, the Sirloin haſtes along. 


Sirloin, hail! I tune, for thee, 
Strains unwonted, bold and free, 
Sirloin fair ! oh never ſtand, 

But before the ſocial band. 
Such with old Anacreon quaff'd, 
Such with little Horace laugh'd ; 
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And with ſuch, in merry bout, 
Gay Chaulieu defy d the gout. 

Be thou with horſe-radiſh dreſt; 
Neꝰ er may tongue that would deceive 
Taſte the pleaſures thou canſt give. 
Thee may revelry and laughter, 
Sport, and frolic, follow after; 
Every darling imp of pleaſure, 
Every child of wit and leiſure, 
Gay device and raillery mild, 
Whimſey quaint, and frolic wild, 
Droll conundrum, filly pun, 
Sudden trick, and harmleſs fun, 
Double meaning bring along, 


Smutty tale, and waggiſh ſong. 


Produce bleſt, of Albion's ifle, 
And my lov'd iernian ſoil ; 
Lo, thy praiſes wide J ſend, 
Britons, to the ſtrain attend, 
Thee the God of plenty bore 
To the king of Britain's ſhore, | 
His fav'rite diſh ; in James's time, 
Plain meat was not held a crime. ® 


® His daughter, ſhe, in Saturn's time 
Such mixture was not held a crime. | 


Mir rox. 
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The god, in guiſe of yeoman tall, 
Paſt along the crowded hall ; 
And, with portly mien and bland, 
Gave thee to the monarch's hand. 


The well-known diſh the king ſurvey'd, 


And drew forth the ſhining blade ; 


He wav'd it thrice, with gentle tap, 


Thrice impos'd the kaightly lap. 
And worthier thou that high reward, 
And worthier thou a king's regard, 


Than half the titled bands, I ween, 
At courtly maſque, or banquet, ſeen. 


Thee in Calais, fair to view, 
Manner · painting Hogarth drew; 
When to madam grandſire wending, 
Many an eye thy courſe attending; 
Thee the purſy monk addreſs'd, 
Welcom'd into France, and bleſs'd. 
Wonder ſhirtleſs Frenchman ſill'd, 
Anguiſh heart of Sawney thrill d, 
Thady gap'd, in longing mood, 
Spill'd his ſoup, and penſive ſtood. 


Gaſh'd by ſportſman's deſp'rate knife, 
Thomſon gave thy,wounds to life. 
Pickled in his matchleſs lay, 
Sirloin, thou ſhalt ne er decay; 
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Zy ſummer ſuns untainted, riſe, 
Nor fear the breath of envious flies. 


Oft, in winter, at thy ſide, 
May thy Iov'd plumb- pudding bide ; 
Near thee, by the parſon, bedded, 
And with nuptial bleſſings wedded : 
Sapient parfon, thou canſt ſee, 
How viands meet, and taſtes agree. 
In its place, of ſprightly green, 
Be, in ſummer, fallad ſeen. 


When the daily taſk is done, 
And when downward ſlopes the ſun ; 
May the Sirloin meet mine eye, 
And the pleaſing friend be nigh, 
Skill*d to touch, with vary'd art, 
Every key-note of the heart; 
Counſel ſage, inſtraction ſweet, 
Let him mix with ſportive wit; 

' Drolting, mimicking, and ſinging, 
Jeſt from ev'ry object bringing, 
Let him fling his gibes about, 
And keep a merry world of rout. 


By my fide, devoid of care, 
Sit the not ill-natur'd fair, 
Yielding, with fubmiſhon coy, 
 Sportiye kiſs, and am*rous toy, 
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Let her laugh, and Tet her ſing ; 
Let her meaning glances fling ; 
Where the ſoft, delicious, harms 
Call the ſpirits up in arms, 
Crowding all from ev'ry part, 
Meeting, throbbing, at the heart. 
Be the ſlily- ſpeaking ſmiles, 

Fill'd with love's enchanting wiles 5 
And, with love's extatic ſighs, 

: Often let her boſom rife, 
Gently that her breaſts may heave ; 
Thus the cygnet, on the wave, 
Riſing high, and ſinking low, 
Does the ſnowy pinions bow. 


Hunger, Sirloin, chac'd by thee, 
From the merry crew doth flee. 
But it rives my very heart, 
When I ſee my friend depart. 
How I mourn thy alter'd ſtate, 
Reft of figure, ſize, and weight, 
Hack'd and hew'd, with many a wound, 
And in floods of ichor drown'd, 
Streams from wounded beef that flow, 


Gravey call'd, by men below! 
Thus ſome doughty chieftain yields, 
Slowly, from conteſted fields. 
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Yet ſhall thou thy poſt regain, 
And, again, the fight maintain. 
Thou, again, ſhalt venture up, 
Cold, when we're diſpos'd to ſup. 
Mean-while, brimming healths go round; 
Brilliant ſentiments reſound: 

Ev'ry lad, and every laſs, 

Drinks in wit, at ev'ry glaſs, 
And ſends it back in fally, free, 
Of humour quaint, and repartee. 
Here and there, with harmleſs hit, 
Flies the bounding ball of wit. 
Then, let many a pretty play 
Wear the evening quite away; 
Such as cuſtom ſage adviſes, 

Or ſome witty maid deviſes. 
Running over ſentence long, 

Fitly fram'd to trip the tongue, 
Proverbs, crambo, purpoſe croſs, 
Spaniſh merchant's gain and loſs, 
Simile, command and queſtion ; 
Or, the more to help digeſtion, 
Games of ſomewhat rougher kind ; 
Shuffle-brogue, the whiſtle find, 
Neighbour I'm come to torment, 
Hide and ſeek, of fond intent, 
Blind- man's buff, and cockles hot, 
Fool i' the middle; and what not. 
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Nor, ſeldom, let the ſiddle call 
Us to dance, in ſpacious hall, 

In the jig and country- dance, 

We to ſprightly notes advance; 
Till, in fuller, briſker, tides, 
Ev'ry vital current . 


6 Now the Sirloin comes again, 
Welcome gueſt, in ſupper's train; 
And again the merry rout, 


Talk, and frolic, jeſt, and flout; 


Or, in jolly, jolly, ſong, 


Joins the merry- making throng. 


Thus we laugh, and thus we ſiog, 
Till the midnight bell do ring. 


Then to the well-made bed anon, 
If the drowſy fit be on. 
Let glowing embers, on the heanh, 
Wear a blazing face of mirth ; 
And chearful tapers, thro” the room, 


| Diſlipate the wintry gloom. 


But, o dear fancy, that thy pow'r, 


Might call ſome charmer to my bow'r ; 


And bid the kind and gentle fair 
Deign with me my bed to ſhare. 
Me the ſocial days delight ; 
Doubly, me the ſocial night ; 
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May ſilence, tiptoe, tread the floor; 
And truſty Venus guard the door; 
May the little loves around 
Draw the curtains, till profound 
Sleep upon our eyelids caſt, 
Soon ſhall ſink, not long to laſt. 
Theſe pleaſures, gentle fortune, give, 
And happier than à king I'll live. 
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WRITTEN . WHILE THE AUTHOR WAS AT SCHOOL. Scorr 
| Vain 

Nurſe 

HENCE, curtain lecture, ſullen care, Pover 

Frowns, averſion, and deſpair, The v 

Spiteful gibe, ſevere remark, And! 

Squint ſuſpicion, temper dark; Extra 
Perſons join'd, and ſever'd hearts, 

Little ſecrets, pilf ring arts; Con 

Jealous pangs, that ſtill prevail, Quickl 

Rous'd by ev'ry idle tale; : Erer y 

And the jaundic'd eye, that ſees, That re 

In harmleſs mirth, and ſocial caſe, Whoſe 

In friendſhip's glance, good-nature's ſmile, In ſymp 


Baſe deſign, and amorous wile ; 
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Miſchief-makers ſpreading lies, 

With venom'd tongue, and Argus eyes; 
Stormy paſſion, loud debate, | 
Keen contempt, and brooding hate, 
Rough command, ſevere controul, 
Obedience forc'd, that gnaws the ſoul, 
Loud parade of houſewifery, 

Griping, meagre, penury, 

Folly's never-reſting tongue, 
Obſtinacy, ever wrong, 

Sordid art, and action mean, 
Geſture groſs, or jeſt obſcene, 
Fulſome fondneſs, dalliance idle, 
Scorning fair diſcretion's bridle, 

Vain unthinking levity, 

Nurſe of mutual perfidy, 

Poverty, whoſe hand of ſteel 

The vernal blooms of love doth chill, 
And her cruel art employs, 
Extracting poiſon from its joys. 

Come, ye gaily-ſmiling train, 
Quickly come, and long remain, 
Ever young, and ever fair, 


That revel round the happy pair, 


Whoſe minds were join'd before their hands, 


In ſympathiſing virtue's bands, 
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Mutual faith, and firm reliance, 
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On whom no weeping parents frown'd,, | . 
Whoſe union, competence hath crown'd ; 
Smiling confidence, and joy, 

Flaſhing bright, from eye to eye, 

Chaſte endearment, ſoft compliance, 


Time deceiv'd by mirthful wiles, 

Care reliey'd by tender ſmiles, 

Plenty's ever-laughing eye, 

Harmleſs ſport, and revelry, 

Toil endear'd by mutual aid, 

Fondneſs not by time allay'd ; 

Calm advice, and converſe ſweet, 
Fraught with kindneſs, more than wit, 
Nor more, nor leſs, than what it ought, 
That fays ; and if there be a fault, 
Longs not eager to detect it, 

But conceals *till time correct it; 
Peace, the child of competence, 
Prudence, checking vain expence, 
Bland contentment's ſolid joys, 

Prating children's playful noiſe, 
Cleanlineſs, convenience neat, 

'The decent board, the frugal treat ; 
Come, ye gaily ſmiling train, 


Quickly come, and long remain. 
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In the maid muſt fill my arms, 
I nor aſk a Helen's charms, 
Nor the firen's melting ſong ; 
Be ſhe gentle, be ſhe young; 
Of temper mild, and manners kind, 
Let diſcretion rule her mind; 
Let her not affect the wit, 
Nor in droning ſilence fit ; 
Let her not, or learning hate, 
Or weary, with pedantic prate ; 
Let her the due mean obſerve, 
Twixt flippant airs and dull reſerve, 
Nor, for ever, long to roam, 
But love her huſband, and her home, 
Both extremes o let her flee, 
Of infidel and devotee: 
Let her tend each houſhold care, 
Yet ne*tr a face of buſineſs wear; 
Smile and frolic when I'm glad, 
Kindly ſooth me when I'm ſad, 
In my feelings ſeem to join, 
Suit her humour ſtill to mine; 
This partner, matrimony, give, 
And J with thee will chooſe ta lire. 
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RED the lemnian caverns glow'd, 1 „ 
Vulcan all his art beſtow'd; | Take 
He turn'd the ſteel, his anvil ſounds; | Too 
Wing'd for flight, and ſharp for wounds, | But 
The darts ariſe; the queen of charms _. If v 
Waits to take the poliſh'd harms; | Hold 
To bid the wounds with pleaſure thrill, 

She dipt the points in honey till ; 
Vainly dipt, malignant love, 


Pangs to wake, and cares to move, 


Groans that murmur, tears that fall, 

With the honey mingles gall. — 

Hence the doubtful wound imparts 
Painful pleaſure, pleaſing ſmarts, 
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With ſlaughter red, the god of war, 
Lighting from th' embattled car, 

New from all the din of arms, | 

Came to woo the queen of charms ; 

With mighty hand, the lance he wields, 
That ftrews with lain th' empurpled fields ; 
On Cupid's ſhafts he caſt a look, | 
And, ſmiling ſcorn, he vauntive ſpoke ;— 
Are theſe the dreadful darts that fly, 

« And bear love's empire thro? the ſky 2” 
Yet ere thou vaunt, an arrow take, 

And poiſe it well for Cupid's fake. 

He took an arrow from the child, 

And Venus, Venus flily ſmil'd ; 

And ſcarcely took, when with a groan, 


Take Cupid, take, he ſaid, thine own, 
Too pond'rous far thy ſhafts for me; 
But Cupid cry'd, twas meant for thee, 
If weak thy hand to hold my dart, 
Hold it, Mars, within thy heart. 
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I TWINE the wreath, my brows to bind, 


And love among the roſes ſind ; | LY 
Find him lurking like a bec, | | Tha 
On harm intent, and harm to me,— _ 1 loy 
By the wings I held him faſt, | | Wit 
And in the racy goblet caſt.— | EW Or t 
Little cauſe of mighty ill! | | Wit 
& Little urchin drink thy fill !—” : | Fill 
1 thought him dead, I drain'd the bowl, Pled 
And drank down love, alive and whole. | Tis 
Fatal, fatal to my reſt ! 5 Plea 
He lives, he moves, within my breaſt ; Eo Os Plea 
His pinions flutter at my heart, = 75 | Nev 
I feel within a thrilling ſmart. | Pled 
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I LOVE the friend, I love the laſs, 
That freely takes the circling glaſs. 
1 love to ſee the dancing eye, 

With the wine in luſtre vie; 

Or the coral lip combine, 

With the ruby of the vine. 

Fill it, fill the mantling bowl ; 
Pledge me, ev'ry thirſty ſoul. 

"Tis perdition to old care, 

Pleaſures to the young and fair : 
Pleaſures teeming, riſing, flowing, 
Never cloying, ever growing, 


Pledge me, all ye young and fair, 


*Tis perdition to old care. 
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Oft I've heard Franciſco ſay, 
Wine was but a bottled ray, 

From the bleſſed orb of light, 
Giving ſunſhine in the night; 


Giving ſummer's genial heat, 


When december tempeſts beat. 


Give me light, the gloom to chear ; 
Quick, a bowl of ſunſhine here.— 
Let meridian bumpers paſs, 

The ſun delights to ſhine thro' glaſs. 
If claret bottled ſunſhine be, | 


Eternal torrid zones for me. 


D i TH TA AMY LT 0 


899 E. 


THAr ſigh again — chat gentle figh— 

The dew-drop trembling in thine eye, 

Iris, that brow of care 

Thou wert ſportive once and gay, 

As the ſongſter on the ſpray, 

And kind as vernal air. Le 
Let not pain from pleaſure borrow 

Moments never made for ſorrow ; 

Bid him wait for hoary age. 

Ceaſe to pine, 1 


Von goblet holds a precious mine z 
Loye and Bacchus yet are thine. 
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Seize, oh ſeize the liquid treaſure, m 
Big with ſeeds of riſing pleaſure; Still 
Doubts and ſober ſcruples baniſh, OB 
Bid the laws of dotards vaniſh. 18 
Drain the liquid gems and gold; 5 | The 
Quaff the hope of joys untold, And 


'That thrill, from vein to vein, with ſoft delicious rage. 
Hail, balm ne@areous ! bleſt nepenthe ! giv'n 
To man, the ſlave of care, by pitying heav'n. 
When want, and woes, and wrongs the ſpirit wound, 


In wine, in gen'rous wine, a panacee is found. 


Tis Bacchus“ blood, it ſparkles bright, 
Inſtinct with beams of oxient light. 
Iris, the chymiſt earth 
Drew from the ſun full many a beam, 
And thro? the grape ſhe bade them ſtream, 
And take in wine a ſecond birth. — 
When, with mighty love confounding, 


With terrific ardours wounding, 


Jove his Semele careſt; 
Thrilling fighs, | 
She dies, th” ambitious fair-one dies, 
The little god amidſt her aſhes lies. — 
Jore beheld his offspring languiſh, 
Flaming, bleeding, full of anguiſh. 
In celeſtial tears relenting, 


Late, too late, his oath repenting, 
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He cleans'd away the purple blood, 

And quench'd him in the racy flood; 

Still flows the blood i in wine, and ftill the flame . 
O Bacchus, Bacchus, hail thy myſtic reign !— 

I feel the god in ev'ry throbbing vein ; 

The mighty god, the darling child of Jove; 

And all th' expanded ſoul is extaſy and love. 
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HasTE, your roſy pinions ſpread ; 

Hence, nor flutter round my head, 

Imps that flatter, imps that ſhine, 

Minions of the god of wine. 

Hence, ye little drunken pow'rs, 

Steal no more my youthful hours ; 

Haſte to Gaul, your fav'rite land, 

Where pregnant vines their cluſt ring births expand ; 
There, amongſt the foilage ſtray, | 
| There, amongſt the tendrils play; 

Or, ſitting on the luſcious grape, 


Forbid the racy ſoul to *ſcape. 

No delay, | 

Haſte away | 
Fatal, fatal were your ſtay, 
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Many a baſe and baneful thing, 
Ravings, muſings, rhymes, ye bring; 
Th' equilibre of the ſoul 
O'erſet, and bid it vainly roll, 
In many a round of feeling toſt, 
In many a maze of paſſion loft, 
Ah, they thrill, they throb, they fly !— 
Spare me, ſpare me, or I die. 
Fraudful imps, your certain prey, 
Long I trod the dang'rous way, 
Ways of penance and deſpair, 
 Fleeting joys, and laſting care; 
And oft ye led me to the cells, 


Where the ſiren woman dwells. 


I ſaw your forms, I ſaw them plain, 


Delightſome, active, airy, train; 
Round the brim I ſaw ye trip, 
Or ſwim the intervening lake, 
Now along the bumper ſkip | 
Nor the mantling ſurface ſhake. 
Thro? the medium ſeen of wine, 
Things with ſpecious luſtre ſhine ; 
Orient hues the fight beguile, 
Gaily bloom, and ſweetly ſmile. 
Fraudful imps, deluſive guides, 
Yeled my feet where woman bides. 
Strenuous indolence is there, 


Idle hopes, and cauſeleſs fear, 
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Eager toils that nothing gain'd, 
Loud complaints of all diſdain'd, 
Laviſh'd pow'rs, 

Expence, and rhyme, 

And waſted time, 


And dreams of death by ſpell-encompaſs'd bow'rs. 


I found within the female heart, 
Pity feign'd, and native art, 

Love of grandeur, love of gain, 
Light caprice, with ſorrow playing, 
Gentle terrors, mild diſdain, 
Wiſhes, ever, ever ſtraying. 
Beſhrew thee, muſe, ſtart other game, 
Nor ſtudy to record my ſhame. 

Bid the Naiads hither haſte, 

To waſh-away my follies paſt. 
Deep I'll quaff the draught profound, 
Till all my ancient ſoul is drown'd. 
Regenerate and new, 

My ſoul ſhall dare the view 

Of formal eyes and ſelfiſh men; 
Nor fear the ſtoic's ken; 

And leave the thoughts, and ſcorn the cares, 
That whilom wore the hours away; 
Nor borne, at random play, 

On light and wanton airs, 

That riſe 


From woman's fighs. 
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No more of love, no more of wine, 
Grave and ſober joys be mine.— 
Lead me to the hermit's cell, 
Let me there, with wiſdom, dwell ; 
There let me muſe, untroubled and alone, 
Raiſe to things above my mind, 
And ſhare the viands of the ſimple hind, 
And limpid bey'rage from the living ſtone. 
Oh pure unſully'd joys, | 
Free from anguiſh, free from noiſe, 
Immortal thirſt of fame, 
Dawning beam of future glory, 
Hope to live in letter'd ſtory, 
That bid the ſage's toil 
Conſume the midnight oil, 
And, fearleſs of the chilling damp, 
Light, at contemplation's lamp, 
The ſteady fire of ſome exalted aim 
And thou, illuſtrious appetite to know, 
Thou proof and pledge of being infinite, 
Imparted eſſence of divine delight, 
Can feeble ſenſe beſto 
A joy ſo bright and rare, 
That may with thine compare? 
If aught beſide may pleaſure give, 
Friendſhip, tis for thee to live ;— 
Not common friendſhip, ſuch as dwells 
Among the ſelfiſh crew ; © 
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Not ſuch as gloom'd in ſtoic cells, 
Nor human weakneſs knew ; 

But, riſing from the mutual heart, 

Awake and feeling all, | 

Alire to ev'ry ſoothing art, 

And ev'ry tender call. | 5 
Bleſt alliance, three-fold aim, 
Friendſhip, wiſdom, fame, 

Oh ſeize, poſſeſs, and fill my mind, 

Oh bring th? untroubled joys that leave no ſtorm behind. 
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GENIUS of the teian * ſong, 
Bring thy ſportive muſe along 

| Speaking glances cauſe the ſmart, 
Secret flames conſume my heart: 
While 1 ſing the bliſsful pain, | 5 
While I pour th' enamour'd ſtrain, an 1 5 
Zephyrs wave their dewy wings, | 1 
Flutt'ring, trembling, o'er the ſtrings; 
Many a light and wanton air 
From Flora's downy paps repair, 
Where, diffolving all the day, 
Lull'd in balmy ſweets they lay. . 


* Sq called from the birth-place of Anacreon. 
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Duteous ſhall they wait around, 
Fly to Mira, with the ſound. 


Not the labour'd ſolemn grace, 
Meaſur'd ſtep and artful pace, 
Not the ſwelling gorgeous words, 
Not the deep reſounding chords, 
Not a Pindar's fame be mine ; 
Fame, for pleaſure, I reſign. — 
Let me not, excurſive, riſe, 
Wild, and moon-ſtruck, to the ſkies.— 
Sportive, airy, idle Muſe, _ 
Thee, my devious guide I chuſe; 
Teach my feet thy wanton plays 
Teach them all thy flippant ways; 
Bid them, with capricious tread, 
Seek the city, rove the mead ; 
Forge thy numbers, at an heat, 
Quick as am'rous pulſes beat, 
Vary'd deſcant—rapid flight; 
Meaſures free, with fancies bright, 
Soaring high, and ſinking low, 


From thine airy touches flow; 


While the Graces dance along, 


To the cadence of thy ſong. 


Let the grape its neQar ſhed ; 


Show'rs of roſes crown my head ; 


Let the v 
From tre 
Breathing 
Be the tei 
While I | 
Sing reſiſ 
Sing the | 
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Let the vine, in gay feſtoon, 
From tree to tree, ſubdue the noon ;— 


Breathing perfumes, toping wine, 
Be the teian numbers mine, 

While I ſing the ſocial hour, 

Sing reſiſtleſs beauty's pow'r ; 
Sing the love - impaſſion'd ſoul, 
Beauteous tyrant, ſoft controul; 
While 1 ſing the nut· brown maid, 
Riſe, Anacreon, to mine aid; 
Paint her form, deſcribe her face, 
Looking wit, and breathing grace. 


Haſte thee hither, gentle ſprite, 
Haſte, in viſions of the night, 
Bow'rs of myrtle, bowls of wine, 
Roſy garlands ſhall be thine ; 

To bedew thy beard and hair, 

Ind his odours ſhall prepare; 

Oil, by alchymy that flows, 

Soul of Perſia's ſweeteſt roſe ; * 
Thou, more grateful ſtill to thee, 
Shalt my beauteous tyrant ſee ; 
Thou would'ſt leave thy wine to ſip 
Nectar, from that coral lip; 
Unbound, her dark-brown treſſes play, 
Curling down her back, they ſtray z 
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* Attar of roſes, chiefly made in Perſia, 
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Thou would'ſt quit the ſounding ſtrings, 


To wanton with thoſe ebon ring 
Feel her eyes—celeſtial blue, . 

Like the fanguine ſteel in hue ! 

From th' immortal mind, tranſpire 
Flaſhes of etherial fire ; | 

And ſay, what happy art could teach 
Paint, or pen, thoſe charms to reach 


Where the gurgling cryſtal ſprings, 
Where the lark, or mavis, ſings, 
Spread the banquet, o'er the ground. 
Strew the downy carpets round ; | 
Bid the ſilk pavillion riſe, 

Shelter from autumnal ſkies ; 
Anacreon, yes,—with lively cheer, 

I haſte—1 fly—to meet thee there ; 
And, to give thee honours due, 

Call La Fare and Chaulieu ; 

Haſte thee hither, gentle ſprite, 
Haſte, in viſions of the night; 

Be the banquet worthy thee, 
Pleaſure, eaſe, and luxury.— 

Softly breath the lydian ſtrain, 
Melting pleafure into pain; 

Where Venus? cyprian altar ſmoak'd, 
Strains like theſe the pow'r inyok'd'; 
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Round, entranc'd, the vot'ries lay, 
Melting, fainting, rapt away ;— 

While the minſtrel wakes the ſong, 

Lay thy careleſs length along ;— 

See the nymphs, nor cold, nor coy, ' 
Waking love, and waking joy 

Now retreating, now advancing ; 
Laughing, ſmiling, ſporting, dancing: 
Now they ſnatch thy roſy crown, 

Raiſe thee now, now caſt thee down. 


— Tis enough,—the feaſt is done, 
Day appears—thou wilt be gone ; 
Go then, — to Elyſium hie, 
On beds of amaranthus lie ; | 
Go,—and tell the ſhades around 
What pleaſures here on earth abound ; 
Yet, —bleſt ſpirit, ere thou go, | 
A boon, —'tis all I aſk, —beſtow ; 
From thine emblematic wreath, 
One ſmall bough to me bequeath ; 
Wreath where bays and myrtle twine, 
With the tendrils of the yine ; 
'Twill an amulet ſupply, 
'Gainſt the lightning of an eye, 
Taking airs—and cruel harms 
Of ſcornful words and haughty charms. — 
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Let me not, in doleful ftrain, 
Crouch the victim of diſdain 
Nor the conſtant fools among, 
| Join pale Petrarch's filly throng ; | 
Let me ſing and let me quaff— 
Laugh to live —and live to laugh 
Why ſhould woman vex my ſoul ?— 
If ſhe frown, I'll take a bowl, | : 
Large and deep—and, o'er and o'er, | ” 
Plunge her down—to riſe no more. 
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A LIVELY WOMAN, 
WHO WAS MARRIED TO 


a BUELL Mam 


UNFEELING, giddy, reſtleſs thing, 
The flyer of a jack goes round, 

With an inceſſant, clacking, ſound. 
Connected by a chain or ſtring, 7 


Its leaden meſs-mate hangs below ; _ 
Whoſe weight makes madam flyer go. 


See heavy Cloten moping ſit, 
The talk reſigning to his ſpouſe, 
Oh may ſhe ſoon adorn his brows, 
A true coquet and fancy'd wit. 
He lends her life, tho' he is dead; 
The FLYER ſhe, and he the LEAD. 


CAT TIE 


* 


RECALL, Clarinda, to thy breaſt, 


The moments paſt and o'er ; 


When tho' we were, ah too, too, bleſt, 


We ſigh'd for ſomething more; 


When I was doating, and content, 
And thou, Clarinda, dear, | 
With new deſires my ſoul is rent, 
And thine with jealous fear. 


Oh had we with diſcretion lov'd, 
And, ſometimes, thou deny'd 

We ne'er the ſick diſguſt had prov'd, 
Nor o'er paſt fondneſs ſigh'd. 


by 


Ah parricide delight ! the flame 
That gave thee birth, is cloy'd ; 
The traitor bliſs, like Judas, came, 
And with a kiſs deſtroy'd. 


Whe 
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WRITTEN ON MYSELF AT LONDON. 


AH! wretch, at idle random hurP'd, 
What harbour ſhalt thou find ? 
Condemn'd, amidſt a ſelfiſh world, 
To ſeek the kindred mind. 


Ah wretch, in folly's current born 
Where knaves and ideots ſway ;* 
And, tho? we feel a mutual ſcorn, 
They guide, and I obey. 


Some ſolitary feather glides, 

Thus, down the river's breaſt ; 
The ftream repulſes, while it guides, 
 Th' heterogeneous gueſt. 


When ſhall the tenderneſs that roves, 
Without a reſting place, 
When meet the dear repoſe it loyes, 
Within a friend's embrace? 
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LOVE axv MARRIAGE. 


LEARN, Mira, from this artleſs ſtrain, 
How love for ever ſhall remain ; | 
From. baſe and legal fetters free, 
Be only join'd in liberty. 


Behold yon elms their branches fpread, 
And woo the neighbour trees to wed ; 
More firmly claſp, more cloſe embrace, | 
Than nuptial bands of human race. 
The kiſs, committed to the breeze, 
Is freely born to diſtant trees ; 
For plants the genial bias find, _. 
The love of ſex, the joys of kind; 
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And oft the ſympathetic groyes, 
Tho? diſtant far, will join their loves, 
And wedeach other on the pale, 
And meet, and mix, from vale to vale. 
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How diff rent, in ſome pleaſure ground, 
The trees in ſocial diſcord found. 
When ſome rude cit, with gothic hand, 
To pleaſe his dame, the bow'r has plann'd, 
Their heads the cruel gard' ners join; 

The plants in matrimony pine 

A barren league, a fatal band, 

A death to nature's beſt command, 
Scorning bias, kind confounding, 
Ev'ry dear attraction wounding. 


The ſportive lambs, the conſtant doves — 
Do formal ties enchain their loves? 
Yet flames they feel, and joys they gain, 
That man ſhall ſeek, and ſeek in vain. 


Lo, winding bright, the cryſtal rill— 
What laws and ſanctions chain its will ? 
As nature leads, its path it winds, 
Where freſheſt turf and flow'rs it finds, 
And, free to change its limpid way, 

It neyer, never, ſecks to ſtray. 
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The red-breaft, from the country air, 

Will freely to thy bow'r repair ; 
Will beat the pane, the chink explore, 
And venture thro? the jarring door; 
Will peck and peck the floor along, 
And pay thy bounty with a ſong ; 
But, cag'd, no more his notes ariſe, 
He wounds his little breaſt and dies. 


Can marble domes and princely balls, 
Delight, like humble village walls? 
Or crowded cities, like the plains, 
The happy haunt of ſhepherd ſwains ? 
In happy freedom's ruſtic cell, 
Contentment, love, and pleaſure dwell, 
The heart-ſelt beam of radiant ſmiles, 
And ſoothing words, and playful wiles. 
But ftern confinement bids the heart 
Suſpicions learn and ſordid art, 
And ſep'rate hopes and wiſhes bear, 
And jealous doubts, and jaundic'd fear. 
Remorſe is there, and diſcontent, 
Offence conceiv'd, where none was meant, 
And mean diſguiſe, and baſe diſtruſt, 
Reproaches loud, and vain diſguſt. 


Capricious Love is light as air, 
He flies from art, he flies from care, 
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He flies from wiſdom and diſguiſe, 

But moſt of all, from bondage flies. 

The gentleſt ſouls at bondage ſtart, 

And mourn the violated heart z 

The mutual ſpark, the genial ray, 

The ſacred energies decay; 

Their fetters ev'ry thought employ, 

And poiſon all the riſing joy ; 

This, only this, they hear and ſee, 

This only feel—they are not free. 

With what deſpair they count the hours ! 
Around, what fell deſpondence low'rs ! 
What ſecret anguiſh rives the breaſt ! 
What ſmiling woes! what ſighs ſuppreſt ! 
Their mournful virtue's utmoſt pride | 
Is but—the mutual pang to hide, 
Hypocriſy muſt duty prove, 

And they muſt feign, who feel not love. 
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BEHOLD the forc'd exotic grove, 

Of trees that wither in a ſtove, | | 
Where art would rival nature's pow'r, 
And deals its mimic ſun and ſhow'r.— 
How diff*rent from the growth, they riſe, 
Of native plains and happier ſkies ; 

How tall the free-born plants are ſeen ; 
What vig'rous ſhoots ; what lively green; 
Exub'rant health; their fruit how fair; 
Their flow'rs perfume the balmy air. 


Yet, oe unlike than theſe, we ſind 
The ſirſt- fruits of th' impaſſion d mind, 
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And forc'd affections, rais'd by art, 
Amidſt the winter of a heart. 

Exotic tranſports, where diſguiſe 
The gen'rous heat of love belies. 


Celeſtial twins, of beauteous frame, 
Attend to bleſs the free-borm flame; 


Their mother, freedom; love, their fire ; 


Complacence, mild, and quick deſire 3 
Tho' young they ſeem, and tender boys, 
The parent each of thouſand joys, 
Begot, in many a fond embrace, 

On hours that wing their ſtealthy pace, 
Theſe bid the vary'd raptures fly, 

From breaſt to breaſt, from eye to eye. 
EleQric flame, the joy pervades 
Enamour'd youths, and yielding maids. 
Transfus'd, in every nerve it flows, 


Reſponſive throbs, and trembling glows, 


A joy that ſenſe may never reach, 


And thoughts, that mock the pow'r of 8 


When, bleſt beyond the ſtroke of fate, 
The ſoul looks forth, to meet its mate, 
And bids it ſcorn this earthly bound, 
And tread in fancy's airy round, 

And riſe above the mental ſtorm, 


And fail with pleaſure's beauteous form, 
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Where gentle gales of paſſion bear, 
'Thro' airy deeps, to many a ſphere. 
Nor prudence, elder born of pride, 

Nor creeping fear, the helm ſhall guide; 
Then ſhall they touch at many a ſtar, 
That ſends its gentle light from far; 
And viſit many a bliſsful plain, 

Where laſting peace and freedom reign z 
And crowds beyond expreſſion bleſt, 

In cloudleſs ſkies, and endleſs reſt. 


I ſcorn the buſy prating crowd, 
By faſhion ſway'd, for ſcandal loud, 
I ſcorn the grey-beard's bookiſh ſaw, 
Thou nature, nature be my law. 
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VENUS 4 ADONIS. 


WHEN beauty's queen, in all her charms, 
Took young Adonis to her arms; | 
Leſt dimpled Naiad, from the flood, 
Or ſprightly Dryad, from the wood, 
Should tempt the beauteous boy to ſtray, 

Or lure him from her gentle ſway ; 
With jealous care, the queen defign'd 
To keep the darling youth conſin'd, 
Enchain'd with many a pearly band 
And, for her thrall, a bow'r ſhe plann'd. 


A myrtle hedge, a lofty mound, 
Enclos'd the bliſsful priſon round: 
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To deck che garden, nature wrought, 

As fancy wak'd creative thought. 

The roſy dawn, the ſportive hours 

His temples wreath'd with ſweeteſt flow'rs. 
The playful loves, the feather'd boys, 

His ſpirit bath'd in neQar'd joys. - 
'Thro' bow'rs of bliſs they bade him ſtray, 
And love, and love the live-long day. - 
They wak'd, with many a thrilling dart, 
The poignant pleaſure, pleaſing ſmart, 
That throb, and ſwell in every vein, 

And touch the giddy verge of pain. 


The bow'r was bright, the goddeſs fair ; 
But lovers ſhould be free as air. 
The youth, amidſt his pleaſures, pin'd ; 
So dear is freedom to the mind. 
Nor Venus? charms, nor Venus love, 


The riſing diſcontents remove. 


Together in the groves they ſtray'd ; 
Together in the fountains play'd ; 
And every day rejoic'd to prove 
Some novel forms of happy love. 
Like fiſhes gliding thro” the ſtream, 
Their limbs diffus'd a dewy beam; 
Diſſolv'd, they lay on beds of flow'rs ; 


Or ſlept, entranc'd, in roſeat bow'rs ; 
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Her auburn locks were o'er him ſpread ; 
Her iv'ry arm ſuſtain'd his head ; 
Their coral lips together grew ; 
The balmy breath together drew. 


In vain their loves, in vain their play, 
Nor charms nor kindneſs bribe his ſtay. 
He languiſh'd for his native plain, 


The rural ſports, the village train. 
A mortal grief conſum'd the boy ; » 
His ſorrow poiſon'd Venus? joy. 


" Why, beauteous mortal, why that tear ? 

What inward ſorrow doſt thou bear? 

Thou little know'ſt my various arts, 

« To pour delight on human hearts. 

« Do pomp and wealth thy cares demand ?— 

Receive thy wiſh from Venus? hand. 

Far other boon I love to ſhow'r, 

“Vet know, that theſe are in my pow'r ; 

“ Theſe anxious gifts empoiſon joy, 

“Vet ſpeak, and win them, beauteous boy. 

Does length of days thy ſoul engage ?— 

“O ur loves ſhall laſt an endleſs age: 

© Tithonus? years ſhall pay thy truth, 

And Hebe ſhall impart her youth. 

„Where doth thy wayward fancy dwell 

Oh tell me, beauteous mortal, tell. 
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& From Venus doſt thou ſeek to rove? 


“ Some happier mortal doſt thou love? 
«© Come, give thy forrows to my ear; 
No ſtern rebuke from Venus fear. 
The loud reproach let Juno vent, 

« And fill all heav'n with diſcontent, 

& Domeſtic jars, and jealous ſtrife, 

C And play with Jove the very wife 
But Venus knows no cruel arts ; 
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His cheek ſuffus'd in crimſon dye, 
He falter'd freedom, with a ſigh. 
« Give me, again, to range the wood, 
« To rouſe the boar. or ſwim the flood, 
« Give me, amidſt the rural throng, 
To hurl the diſk, or tune the ſong. 


The tribute of th? unwilling heart, 
Can little joy to me impart. 
& Oh let me not thine anguiſh ſee, 


« Depart, my beauteous thrall, be free.“ 


He left the queen in beauty's pride, 


He chas'd the ſavage boar, and dy'd.— 


This moral learn from hence, ye fair, 


In vain, ye ſtrive, with jealous care, 


She ſcorus to wound ey'n rebel hearts.“ 
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By baſe mechanic chains to bind, 
The mutual wiſh, the free-born mind. 
Not all the yary'd pow'rs of love, 
Not bow'rs where rival pleaſures ſtrove, 
Not heav'nly joys in Venus? arms, 
Had force to give a priſon charms. 
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Thrice-happy warblers of the grove, 


And better ſing, a thouſand times, 


SAMIAN PHILOSOPHER. 


'T HE woodland choir their homage pay, 


That tune the careleſs ſtrain of love ! 

Ye woo, without an Ovid's art, 

And, wanting ſpeech, yet ſpeak the heart. 
And better can ye love, I ween, 

Than ev'n the peaſants on the green; 


Than thoſe that tag poetic rhymes ; 
And better ſpeak, than thoſe that ſport, 


And lifp, and amble, in a court. 


Ye innocent and happy race, 
Well may ye ſhun the human face, 


. 
From tyrant man ye juſtly flee, 
His very ſports are cruelty. 
All, all that live, his fury find, 

But moſt tis felt by human kind. 

Sweet innocents, your ſports purſue : 

Twere greater crime to injure you, 

Than man's remorſeleſs cruel train, 

For ever bent on guilty gain. 

Ah! gentle ſongſters, could you know 
From me your terrors vainly flow :— - 

You ſafe might pitch, and freely ſtand, 

And tune your notes upon my hand. 

Heav'n knows my heart, I would not wound 
The meaneſt worm that crawls the ground ; 
I almoſt hold that gentle lore, 

The ſage of Samos taught of yore. 

In you the reas'ning ſoul we find, 

Too ſeldom ſeen in human kind ; 

The thinking ſpirit nature gave. — 

And ſhall it periſh in the grave? 

Lnſcrib'd a trace of knowledge there, 

And bade it forms of virtue * bear; 

And ſhall we think th* imparted ray 

Of heav'nly eſſence caſt away? 

No —ſpirits chas'd from human earth, 

In you, receive a ſecond birth ; 


Cicero obſerves that the brute creation have . ſimulacra virtutumꝰ 


the ſhadows or ſemblances of virtues. | | 


234 


| | Pervade the grove, diſplay the wing, | Whe 
5 | And fondly pair, or ſweetly ſing. And 
3 | | | Not 
| z | There lives not beaſt, in field or wood, | Nor 
q | There ſwims not fiſh, in lake or flood, 8 My! 
q There ſoars not bird, nor ſinks profound, Attu 
There crawls not worm, along the ground, We 
1 But all, beaſt, bird, fiſh, inſeQ, find - Ane 
J Some parallel in human kind. Thy 
z Yes, Porta, * to thy truth I ſwear ; | | - And 
| In ev'ry beaſt, ſome man is near; So n 
3 And, to be unreſerved and free, By r 
F In many a man, ſome beaſt I ſee. Son 
Y T goats and monkeys ſee, by dozens,— | To! 
. All brute creation are my couſins. 
The lark that, ſinging, ſoars on high, Wh 
; The lyric poet of the ſky, | And 
; With thrilling cloſe and meaſur'd ſwell, — : Or ! 
; In him, perhaps, a bard may dwell ; _ Ob 
3 And tow'r above the ſelfiſh throng, | | In a 
; And tune again his heav'n- taught ſong. 8 „ 
| | ; No1 
The bird that ſhuns the gariſh Iight, | | Nor 
And ſooths with melting ſtrains the night. Nor 
Sweet nightingale! methinks, in thee, | | | But, 
Some modeſt, penſive, youth I ſee, EE | The 


* Baptiſta Porta, the Phy ſiognomiſt. 
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Who brooded o'er his treafur'd woe, 
And bade the love- ſick numbers flow, 
Not vainly ſhrill, nor harſhly loud, 

Nor ſtudious of the vulgar crowd. 

My brother ſure ! o ſwell the ſtrain, 
Attune thy warbled griefs again. 

When Dian leads the choir of night, 
And robes the flood with trembling light, 
Thy deſcant, bath'd in ſorrows, bring; 

And, while 1 figh in cadence, ſing: | 
So may the fays and elfin throng, 

By moon-light, hail thy gurgling ſong ; 
So may the glow-worm guide thy love, 
To meet thee in the darkling grove. 


Perhaps, not diſtant is the day, 

| When I the common debt ſhall pay; 
And riſe aloft, on founding wing; 
Or ſeek the grove, or nightly ſing. 
Oh never be my ſoul confin'd, 
In any bird of cruel kind. 
No deadly pounce to me be giv'n ; 
No murd'rous beak aſſign'd by heav'n: 
Nor let me range for blood and ſpoil, 
Nor fiercely love the martial toil; 
But, far from man and miſchief, flee, 
The bird of peace, and liberty. 
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SOME fluids, if aright the chymiſts teach, 
Contain ſuch vital force, and heat, 

Tho? ſep'rate, cold, and lifeleſs each, 

So cloſely draw, ſo fiercely meet, 

That in the conflict of deſire, 

They chafe the ſudden fire. 


And thus it is, with human ſouls ;--we had, 


All-conſcious of the dear ally, 

When mind has met a kindred mind, 
It ruſhes to the mutual tie ; 

It ſprings the fond embrace to claim. — 
They meet, they mix, they flame, — 
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PO CLARA 


O Julie que c'eſt un fatal preſent du ciel qu'une ame ſenſible! celui 
qui Ia regu doit s'attendre a n'avoir que peine & douleur ſur la terre. 
NovuverLte HTOISE. 


AH! why, my fair, the burſting ſigh ? 
What gath'ring ſorrows cloud thine eye ? 
No fears haſt thou to break thy reſt ; 
Nor want, nor care, beſiege thy breaſt. 
Oh check the penſive bent in time, 

Nor light the truth, tho? told in rhyme. 
Ere yet the gleam, that feeling throws, 
To giants ſwells the tiny woes. 

A magic glare, a ſhadowy light, 

It cannot guide, but may affright ; 
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While airy forms, thro' fancy ſeen. 


Are caſt and magnify d on ſpleen. 
But forge not thou, with fatal ſkill, 


The phantoms of ideal ill. 


Poſſeſſion dire, the feeling breaſt ! 
Its owner bids adieu to reft. 

No, not the ſpartan boy renown'd 
His living theft ſo fatal found. — 
And hapleſs they, that proudly reach 
To gain whate'er the muſes teach ! 
Such ſtudies but exalt the ſmart, 
And doubly melt the ſoften'd heart; 
Abroad, in vain, for comfort roam, 
But find what follies Jurk at home; 
Explore the mote, the ſtraw deſcry, 
And blow them full in reaſon's eye, 


Till ſpreading pangs the ſenſe inflame, 


And vibrate anguiſh thro' the frame. 
A gloomy picture, Clara, ſee | 
The pangs reſerv'd for you and me. 
And muſt conflicting paſſions roll, 
Tumultuous, thro? the harraſs'd ſoul? 
Ah! muſt we, with refin'd diſdain, 
Create th* occaſions of our pain, 

And ſtill the weary wiſh employ, 

'To find th' unreal ſhores of joy, 
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While clouds of promis'd pleaſure riſe, 


Mere fog-banks to delude our eyes? 


A verdant iſle the miſt appears, 

And ſeeming land the ſailor chears ; 

But when, in hope, he climbs the ſhore, 
Where herbs his fainting limbs reſtore, 
The proſpect fades into the blaſt, 

And boundleſs heaves the wat'ry vaſt. * 


Thrice happy race! that wear the day 
In dull ſerenity away. 


A leaden calm exiſtence flows ; 


| Nor ſtorm it fears, nor ſun-ſhine knows, 


Their narrow views, confin'd to pelf; 
The paltry cares; the little ſelf; 
Benignant folly, o'er them, crowds 
Th' unvary'd atmoſphere of clouds. 
They do not loath the buſy ſtrife, 

The weary nothingneſs of life; 
While finer ſpirits prove the doom 


Ordain'd, for parricides, at Rome, 


TIl-fated beings they! confin'd, 


With natures of inferior kind ; 

The ſtrutting cock, the forward ape, 
Or fox obſcene, in human ſhape ; 
Poſſeſt with mutual fear and hate, 
And yet conjoin'd by cruel fate. 


* See an account of this phenomenon in the voyages through the 


South ſeas, 
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What mighty ſpell, what magic art, 

Shall gently lay the troubled heart ? 

In vain, the ſcorpion ſting to ſhun, 
To revel ſcenes may feeling run; 

The feſtal board, the youthful crowd, 
Where thoughtleſs eaſe and mirth are loud, 
The form of diſcontent is there, 
Remembrance fell, and deadly fear. 
More vainly ſtill, to calm its rage, 
Philoſophy extends her page; | 
And puts the peeviſh mind to ſchool, 
To meaſure paſſion with a rule. 


Experience brings a calm deſpair, 
And tames the ſoul to grief and care, 
The common lot of pain we know, 

And bend with rev'rence to the blow; 
Till callous grown, with many a wound, 
The ſtrokes of fate are harmleſs found. 
The ſtormy gloom, the dreary ſoil, 

The wintry cave, the hoarded oil, 

The drifted ſnows, the ſavage chace, 
Have pleaſures for the polar race. 
Survey, my fair, th' unfecling train, 
And learn, like them, to love thy pain 6 
With Lapland tribes, enjoy the gloom; 
Nor ſigh to change it for the tomb.— 
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A painful cure, alas, and flow— 
But trifles inſtant eaſe beſtow. 

* Th' important nothing, ſerious play, 
Can chace the wintry gloom away. 
Behold, with idle toils of rhyme, 
How I beguile the weary time. 
And thou, as ladies ſuit with care 

The ribbands fo the face and air, 
Aſſume whatever folly beſt 
Becomes the colour of thy breaſt. 


The choice is made—methinks I ſee— 

Thy folly love—thy play-thing me— 

No meaner folly, ſure, can find 

A place within that poliſh'd mind. 

Thy play-thing wears a better ſhape 

Than ſquirrel, monkey, dog, or ape. 
yet theſe, with ſweet amuſive pow'r, 

Conſole the fair, in ſorrow's hour, 

For loſs at cards, and broken vows, 

A cruel fire, and tyrant ſpouſe. 


But, to be grave, experience ſhows 
That joy ſucceeds imparted woes. — 
Thy ſorrows, then, to me impart, 
And, with thy ſorrows, give thy heart. 


A LETTER wa FRIEND, 


FROM THE ISLE OF WIGHT. 


F ROM Genes, by nature plann'd for hermit life, : 
Where peace might ſit, and ſmile at human ſtrife, 
Ambition's frenzy, and the rage of wealth, 
Enormous waſte of comfort, time, and health, 
To diſtant plains, che friendly nothing flies, 
Which but a friend will riſque, a friend will prize, 
To tell, I walk, I ride, I drink, 1 feed, 
I ſleep, I wake, I vegetate, and read; 

From hill to vale, from ſhade to ſunſhine, ſtray, 
And dream and loiter tedious life away, 

I live, a trifling, if not happy, man, 

Not as I would, but ſimply as I can; 

And, when the pleaſures of the ſpirit fly, 

An humble ſubſtitute, the ſenſes try. 
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When from a height my ſatiate eyes I glance, 
I ſeem, methinks, ſome wizard in romance, 
Who calls around him, as he waves his wand, 
The bright luxuriant ſcenes of fairy land. 
Factitious ſpirits, ſuch as wines impart, 
Are thro'the organs filter'd to the heart; 
When rural nature ſmiles profuſion round, 
And health and plenty frolic o'er the ground. 


In ev'ry field untainted pleaſure ſprings, 

And ev'ry breeze wafts vigour on his wings. 
The ſmiling hills that tufted oaks adorn, 

The chirp of graſshoppers from ripen'd corn, 
The pheaſant, from his covert clanging loud, 
And ſportive echo's viſionary crowd, 
Like genii talking from their air built cells, 
When hill to hill the waving voice repels; 
The grove that murmurs on the mountain's brow, 
In ſolemn cadence to the deeps below, 

While golden Ceres waves along the ſtreps, 

And the broad moonſhine on the billow ſleeps; 
The hooting owl, that from the neighb'ring grove 
Defers repoſe, to bid it ſofter prove 

The ſcene where all things wear the faireſt face, 
The land's glad produce, and the human race, 
Poſſeſs the mind, that cares would elſe employ ; 
And give, at leaſt, a baſtard kind of joy. 
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When contemplation wakes th' ideal band, 
And duteous mem'ry comes at her command; 
I feed my ſpirit with the claſſic ſtore, 
Th' immortal volumes of poetic lore. 
Wond'ring, I trace the dim receſs of mind, 
And in myſelf, a diſtant object ſind; 
Or penſive, thro! the long · lid record ſcan, 
Th' unvarying vanity of various man. 
I call, in waking dreams, the gentle muſe, 
To bathe my temples with her honey'd dews ; 
No proud demands of future fame are mine, 
No maſter touches prune the exub'rant line; 
Spontaneous utt'rance of th* unleſſon'd heart, 
It ſeeks no praiſes, and it knows no art, 
What, tho' my mule diſplay no mighty charins, 
With me, ſhe finds a lover's partial arms. | 
Me ſhe can pleaſe, tho' all the world deride ! 
And pleaſing me, what is the world beſide ! 
When forms of ill the harraſs'd thoughts confound, 
The muſes draw their fairy people round; 
The mind from preſent, paſt, and future bear, 
Regrets, remorſes, diſcontents, and fear. 
To chear the ſight, in livelieſt hues aſcend, 
Th' ideal miſtreſs, or the diſtint friend, 
Cares, and to-morrow far aloof they keep, 


And lull th' enchanted ſoul, in ſoft lethean ſlecp. 
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SPOKEN IN THE CHARACTER OF DIONE, 


WHAT an eſcape !—ftay, let me look around, — 
Can it be true ?—am I on britiſh ground? 

Lord, I was ſinking in hyſteric fits— 

Terrify'd, bleſs me! from my little wits, 

When, with his naked inſtrument the prieſt 

Stood ready—what a vile uncivil beaft ! — 

1 that could ne er endure the ſight of blood 
Waving it at me the vile monſter ſtood. 

From theſe poor veins ſee purple currents run 
'Twere worſe, ten thouſand times, than turning nun ! 
If I muſt die a maid, in Dian's rage, 

Yet, let me periſh, in a good old age. 
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Well, I could hate the poet of to-night ; 
The creature put me in a mortal fright. 
What antiquated ſtuff he made me ſpeak, 
To me unmeaning full as heathen Greek ! 
| Ladies, III put the queſtion to the vote; 

What woman, when the knife was at her throat, 
Preſs d by the man ſhe lik'd, would ſtand debating, 
The parſon ready, and the poſt-chaiſe waiting ?!— 

I told our author You romantic fool, 

« Such filly flights would ſhame a boy at ſchool. 

« A tale improbable !—'twill ne'er go down ;— 

* A human ſacriſice will ſhock the town. 

« And then, the victim ſelf- devoted too 

« Can hear unmov'd a pretty fellow woo ! 

« Oh fie, ſir, fie “tis not too late for mending ; 


Let's have a marriage, and a happy ending.” 
But purſing up his mouth, my formal youth, 
Tells me a rigmarole of claſſic truth, 


Heroic fentiments, and female worth, 


And bright examples calling virtue forth. 
Well, ſhould his play be damned, which heav'n \ forefend! 
I ſtand abſolvd; 1 warn'd him as a friend. 

Good lord! were I the two laſt act enditing ; 

I'd ſhow I underſtand dramatic writing. _ 

When Philocles comes in ſo trim ſo ſweet, 

Bedews my hand, and blubbers at my feet, 

Braves a court-martial to protect my life, 


And make me, firſt a mother, then a wife; 
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I would not tartly the poor youth rebuff, 
And ſend him from me in a furious huff. — . 
At firft, no doubt, I might have frown'd, and ſtorm'd ; 
But when all evolutions were perform'd, 
That ſuit, in ſuch a caſe, a virtuous maid ; 
I ſhould have call'd a timely bluſh in aid. — 
« Elope wi' you, cornet Philocles ? oh la, 
* And diſobey the general, my papa 
„ Bring down his hoary hairs, with ſhame and ſorrow ! 
© You know, I'm to be facrific'd to-morrow.” 
“ Forbid it pow'rs of love thou ſhould'ſt be led 
“ To any altar, but the marriage bed; 
« To Hymen there we'll offer our deſires, 
And loves ſhall be the prieſts, and light the genial fires.” 
Who could ſuch winning eloquence withſtand ? 
He gently takes my half-reluQant hand. 
What would you have me do you forward toad, 
* Truſt myſelf with you, and fo take the road ? 
* *Tis true, I never was a violent prude ; 
But *twould ſo ſhock one were you to be rude !” 
50 mount the chariot—and conclude the ſcene, 
With cornet Philocles at Gretna Green. 
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Now heav'n its choiceſt dew-drop ſheds, 
And nature now with beauty weds ; 

Like holy oil, the vernal ſhow'r 

Deſcends upon their nuptial hour ; 

Their children are voluptuous gales, 


That rove and wanton thro? the vales, 


The painted birds, the laughing flow'rs, 
And ſhrubs that twine in ſylvan bow'rs. 
Now health, with mountain herbage crown'd, 


But 
Summons the little breezes round, F - 
. pe 

And bids them to their taſk repair, 1 
| To gr 


To cleanſe and fan the balmy air, 


3 
And pour, from many a fairy hand, 
Delight and plenty thro' the land: 

Now, ev'ry little plant has crepft 
From winter cells, where long it ſlept, 
And wonders at the vernal beam, 

And gladly drinks the dewy ſtream, 
To make its ſilken buds more gay 

And deck the gen'ral pomp of may : 

Abroad the ſoul of beauty ſlies, 

And earth informs, and flood, and ſkies 
From alt things round it ſpeaks delight, 
To touch, and hearing, ſmell, and ſight ; 

The virgin's charms, the whiſp'ring gale, 

The flow'rs, the birds, the cultur'd vale. 


How diff*rent far my ſpring of life ? 
Deſpair of reaſon, paſſion's ſtrife ; 
Defire, with wild, tumultuous blaſts, 
Each beſt and faireſt moment waſtes; 
Its happieſt hours, its faireſt prime, 

Can boaſt but barren ſhoots of rhyme, 
The plans, where follies vainly toil, 
And aims, that thouſand trifles foil, 


But, friendſhip ſpread thy ſacred flow'rs, 


And thrive, and twine in ſhady bow'rs, 
_ To grief and toil a friendly ſeat, 
In fortune's cold, and paſſion's heat; 
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They time alone, and care demand, 
And widely ſpread, and firmly ſtand ; 
Their ſtems diffuſe an healing balm, 
And being's fierceſt anguiſn calm. 
They beſt the path of life adorn 
And yet they ſometimes bear a thorn. 
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'TALK of repinings, diſcontents, and pain; 
Of wilful ſadnefs that diſdaias relief ; 
My heart beats uniſon to ſuch a train, 


My ſoul dilates, to hold congenial grief. 
Oh ſtrange condition of the fretfol breaſt, 
That greedy preys upon the cauſe of III! 
Immortal hunger, that muſt never reſt, N 
For ever glutted, yet devouring till. p 
Thy fickly pleaſure, o my ſoul, forbear, : 
Nor chafe the wound deep rankling in the heart; | | 
In ſelf-indulgence ſelf. deſtruction fear; 
Thy malady will mock the leech's art, 
When all the vigour of the mind is fled, 5 


And ev'ry pow'r to ſullen moping giv'n, 
Thou ſink'ſt, to friendſhip, fame, and fortune dead, 
Loſt to the ſocial taſks ordain'd by heav'n. 
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HE that repines without a cauſe, 

A juſt rebuke from fortune draws. 

To quarrel with the lady bent, 

I found her ſpite, where none was meant; 
Nay, froward as a cocker'd child, 


Exclaim'd, and curſt her, when ſhe ſmil'd. 


She juſtly comes, with alter'd mien, 


And ev'n to ſurfeit, crams my ſpleen ; 
She ſteeps vexation in my cup, 


And makes me drink the potion up. 


| Revengeful dame, I feel thy rage, 
"T would try the patience of a ſage.— 
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Patience, I hate thy paltry name, 
Thou poor pretence to ſtoic fame; 
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Pale ſiſter thou of prudence art, | 
Go, to the wretch who wants a heart ; 
Or calm in monumental ſtone, 


Some widow's grief, for cuckold gone. 


Thy proudeſt doors? utmoſt pride. 5 : 
Is feeling or to want, or hide; 

In certain weapon-ſalves they deal, 

And balm the ſword, the wound to heal ; 
The wholeſome burſt of grief reſtrain, 
Then boaſt a conqueſt over pain. 

Go patience, go to prating ſchools, 

Of ſtoic fops, and letter'd fools ; 


Th unfeeling little need thy love, | | | A 
Alas, the feeling neyer prove. c 

But thanks to heav*n, to me *tis known, f 
To make a patience of my own. ; 
Ev'n troubles that the mind employ, : 
To me impart a gloomy joy. 5 


To me molt painful is the void, 
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When nought is done, purſu'd, enjoy'd. 
Then, then, the ſelf-upbraidings riſe; 


I view myſelf with hoſtile eyes; 
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The witch, deſpondence calls to view 
A | Imagin'd miſchiefs, worſe than true; 

. Remorſe evokes,” with magic ſong, 

The follies paſt, a hateful throng; 
| They toſs their ſnaky whips in air, 
And laſh the ſpirit to deſpair, — | 
Misfortunes ſcare th' ideal train ; 
The mind's her ſober ſelf again, 
Awaken'd by the friendly blow, N 
From ſome ſtrange viſion full of woe, 
Vexations, better far than ſalts, 
Can filip ſluggiſh blood that halts, 
Arouſe each energy of mind, 


| And all the ſlacken d man re-bind. 
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AMATORY POEMS. 


Del vario ſtile in ch'io piango e ragiono 
Fra le vane ſperanze el van dolore 
Ove ſia chi per prova intenda amore 
Spero trovar pietà non che perdono. 
ps: PETRARCH, 


Ne ſcaura jamais peut tre 

Que ces vers m'ont peu coſite ; 

Enfans de Voiſivete, | 

L'amour ſeul les a fait naitre. 
Caaulity, 
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By way of introduQtion, to the following collection of ſonnets and | 


amatory poems, I ſhall beg leave to trouble the reader with a few miſcel- 
laneous obſervations, on the ſubjefts of love poetry, and of Petrarch 
the great maſter in that wear of writing. 


From the time of the illuſtrious Triumvirate that fang of love to the 
court of Auguſtus, the manners and the muſe of the Romans declined 
by equal degrees; but the muſe of tenderneſs was dumb, long before 
the voice of roman poetry was wholly ſilenced; and no wonder, ſhe de- 
mands a refinement of ſoul and ſentimental intercourſe, which were 


wholly loſt in the boundleſs licenſe of groſs ſenſuality, which overwhelm- 


cd imperial Rome. Propertius, who, in my humble opinion, is one of the 


| beſt of love poets, ever impreſt with a deep ſenſe of the conſcious digni- 


ty of ſong, and full of honeſt feeling, refined ſentiments, and virtuous 
principles, was aware that, even in his days, the fatal contagion had be- 
gun to diffuſe itſelf univerſally ; and blends, with the moſt paſſionate and 
intoxicating expreſſions of love, ſevere emen againſt the prevail- 
ing 2 degeneracy of the times. 


Oh ! why for gain are ſoft endearments fold, -_ 
While angry Cupids mourn the luſt of gold? 
One fatal cauſe, with ſweet deluſive ſoog, 

The ſiren luxury enchants the _— 
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No ſhame withholds the brib'd and bribing hand; 
But bold corruption guides th' unbluſbing band. 
For gold our faith, for gold our 1ights are fold, 
For gold our laws, our virtuous ſhame for gold. 

| © > + 0 | 


Oh Rome, my country, what forbodings riſe! 
Ne'er may the dire completion blaſt theſe eyes ; 


— But fancy ſees thee whelm'd beneath the freight 


Of thine own happineſs, tremendous weight! 
0 


Why are thy locks with ſo much labour dreſt ? 
What ſtudy's care reveals the ſnowy breaſt ? 
Why wafts Arabia clouds of fragrance round ? 
Why ſeck in foreign toys the pow r to wound? 


Oh why ſhould art the boaſt of nature hide ? 
Or charms like thine be ſacrific'd to pride ? 
ruſt me, thy beauties need no heighiniog pains, 
And naked love the borrow'd charm diſdains. 
E - Ü 


Oh fly the guilty ſhore, th' envenom'd air, 
That wafts divorces to the wedded pair. 

Te heav*ns ! from Baiz, modeſt virgins guide, 
Leſt drowning honour periſh in the tide. 


Why teach the tender maid a graceful ſhame, 

If wedded dames unbounded licence claim? 
When painters, fiſt, licentious deeds pourtray d. 
And guilty ſcenes along the walls diſplay'd; 


Applauding vice beheld the labour rife, 

Th' unchaſte creation ſtaln d the modeſt eyes; 

The vitgin kindled, as the artiſt wrought, 

And ſighs unkatlow'd ſpoke th* infected thought. 
. © mA 

No glare of gems obſcur'd the native grace, 

A roſeate hue adorn'd the blooming face; 

No ſtudy d baits to lure the unguarded heart; 

Nature their,charm and chaſtity their art. 
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Shall human art preſume, with impious hand, 
To mend the work almighty wiſdom plann'd ? 


Curſt be the fooliſh maid, whoſe ſenſeleſs pride 
Would ſteal from art the graces heav'n deny'd. 


But, I dwell with ſuch pleafure on the writings of Propertius, that I 
have wandered from my ſubject. To return, it is hard to determine whe- © 
ther the effeminate barbariſm and unmanly vices of declining > 
or the calamitous times of rage or devaſtation, that ſuperſeded them, 
were moſt fatal tothe muſes. When the ſtorm of deſolating outrage, and 
the ſanguinary rage of tremendous ignorance, that overflowed and ta- 
vaged Europe, after the fall of Rome, had ſubſided, aad the enjoyments 
and arts of peace began to dawn among men, poetry appeared, like the 
olive amidſt the retiring deluge, and the firſt branch was wafted to us by 
the peaceful bird of Venus. When poetry and love thus appeared, 
aſter a long night of horrid gloom, the amiable ſtrangers were wel- 
comed, with an ardour, as unbounded, as the barbariſm which had pre- 
ceded their preſence. The refinement of paſſion and the enthuſiaſm of 


fancy were diffuſed, through countries, which had long been the ſeat of - 


cruel warts and profound ignorance. The ferocity of the ſavage tribes 
ſoftened into a romantic generolity, without impairing their courage: 
tournaments, and other dangerous gallantries, became the faſhion ; chi- 
ralry univerſally prevailed; and the extravagance, with which all men 


felt, and the licentiouſneſi with which poets deſcribed, the paſſion and 


the pleaſures of love, were at once a pledge of preſent 5 and a 
proof of paſt harbarity. 


The firſt love poems, which modern times have produced, are the 


works of the troubadores or provengal bards of the twelfth century; 
and they are ſtrongly ſtamped with marks of rude, unpoliſhed, manners 


and groſs ſenſuality. It is remarkable, that the period, from the latter 
end of the twelfth to the end of the ſixteenth century, has produced 
more love poetry, than all the preceding and ſubſequent ages taken to- 


gether. This may perhaps be accounted for, from the ſtate of Europe, 


before that period, and during its cantinuance., 


Under the roman yoke, the ſouthern parts of Europe were abſorbed 
in a ſtate of effeminate indolence and luxurious refinement ; by the ir- 
ruption of the northern nations, they were teduced, at one inſtant, 


Pai 43h Of e c 1 
e 8 ; 3 4 _ 


260 


ee the {ame level of ignorance and barbarity ; at one and the ſame in. 
ſlant, they emerged from darkneſs, and haſted, with nearly equal paces, 
to hail the day-ſpring of politeneſs. The progreſs of an aggiegate of 
Ferce and rival nations, advancing rapidly and ſimultaneouſly to refine- 
ment, and that without the leaſt ſuſpenſion of mutual hoſtilities, will 
be very different from the gradual civilization of a ſingle nation, in a 
time of peace. In the latter caſe, civiſiaation will be the child of leifure 
and meditation; it will begin from the underſtanding; and make its 
firſt appeai ance, in the eſtabliſhment of laws and police, which, in ſuch a 
vation, precede a ſpirit of poetry or gallantry ; as we find, by conſviting 
the hiſtory of Athens or Rome. In an aſſemblage of nations, equally 
barbarous, involved by mutual rivalſhip in perpetual hoſtilities, the 
ferocious and troubled ſtate of the political atmoſphere affords no ſerene 
moment, in which the reaſoning powers may ſhine ont, and call forth the 
falutary growths of law and order; in this caſe, therefore, a reformation 
muſt begin, from the only avenues that remain, the feelings and imagi- 
nation. The violence and outrage of men will be ſubdued, not, by the 
enaQtions of poſitive law, but by the me Horating of their diſpoſitions, 
and by the diffuſing gentle affections, and generous ſentiments. 


gavage hordes, tranſplanted from barren and untiaRable ſoils, and 
the ſevere infleence of ungenial {kies, to a fertile country, and happy 
cl'mate, when the ficſt paroxyſm of plunder and havock was paſt, began 
ro conſider themſelves as ſettlers, and foon experienced the bland in flu- 
ence of their new habitation. The mild climate and the natural beau- 
ties round them ſoftened their natutes. The fertility of the ſoil af- 
forded them ſuperior eaſe and abundance. Abundance foothed their 
ferocious ſpirits to mote kindly feelings ; caſe taught them to find a 
void within the ſoul, and to fill it vp with ſociatenjoyments. The miſe- 
1able reliques of the former inhabitants inſtructed them, in ſome of the 
comforts and tenderneſſes of life. Thus, were their frozen and conttact- 
cd hearts warmed and dilated; they were ſoftened, to take the impreſ- 
ſion of new feelings; they were opened, to receive the delightful emo- 
tions of love and friendſhip. Yet ſtill, a rude and ſavage wildneſs, and 
the predominancy of an incorrect imagination, appeared, in the ſpirit of 
chivalry, and in an immoderate fondneſs for the romantic legends of 
giants and enchanters. Poets aroſe ; and love and arms were the ſub- 


jects of their lays. The ſeudal ſyſtem, which the northern conquerors 
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The feudal fries introduced a vaſt nrmber of inductor 
tho! petty, ſovereigns : each of theſe had his court, his courtiers, his 
army, and at leaſt a miniature of all the pride, pomp, and cir- 
cumſtance of royalty; and diſplayed, in the intervals of war, 
all the rude magnjficence and imperfect elegance, that the times 
afforded, From theſe feudal ſovereigns and * barons bold,“ poets re- 

ceived all the encouragement, which fond and liberal admiration could 
beſtow: the bards were the companions of their pleaſures; the hiftorians 
of their exploits, and conſervators of their fame; and a warm and widely 
diſſeminated emulation called forth exertions of genius, in every corner. 


I ſhall not enter into an enquiry, whether the firſt italian poets caught 
their fire from the provengal troubadours; nor examine, by whom the 
ſonnet was firſt invented; but haſten to Petrarch, in whom the lingua 
volgate, for ſo the italian tongue was called, when he wrote, and the 
ſonnet appeared in meridian ſplendor. The ſpirit of chivalry ſubſiſted in 
full vigour in the time of Petrarch. It was a period ſuſſicientl/ romantic, 
far grandeur and heroiſm of ſentiment; ſufficiently poliſhed, for delicacy 
and refinement of manners. This, probably, gave his muſe, that ſublime 
and clevated tone, and his thoughts, that purity, and diſintereſted dig- 
nity, which ſet him fo far above all poets, who have ever written on love. 
Petrarch ſucceeded, at no very great interval, to the provengal bards ; 


and, perhaps, caught from them his enchanting vein of rural deſcripti- _ 
on. The beſt part of his days was ſpent in the country of the trouba- 
dours, for the pope, in whoſe ſervice Petrarch was engaged, then kept 
his court at Avignon: Laura de Noves, the famous object of his conſtant 


paſſion, was born in or. ncar that city; died, and was buried there; and, 
the houſe of Sade, from whence ſhe was deſcended, is ſtill ſubſiſting in 
that vicinity. Near to Avignon, was Valchiufa, the celebrated retreat 
af this divine poct. All theſe circumſtances lead us to conclude, that 
Petrarch owed many obligations to the provencal poets. - 


The lingua volgare had been in a great meaſure poliſhed, and ele- 


rated to the rank of claſſical autbenticity, by Dante, Cino da Piſtoia, 
and other poets, who immediately preceded Petrarch : Cino da Piſtoia, 


ip particular, had given more correct models of the ſonnet than had hi- 


ther:o appeared. I ſhall not here inveſtigate, whether the regular ſon- 
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net, of fourteen lines, conſiſting of two quatrains and two terects, way 
originally invented by the Italians, or communicated to them by the 
provengal troubadours; nor attempt an account of the various authors, 


Who have practiſed this mode of writing in Italy; ſaffice it, to remark, 


that the works of Petrarch exhibit the ſonnet in nner 


| before he wrote, it was imparfeQ; after his time it any ot 


"Bo HORN verkbration, glowing language, refined nal noble fenti- 
ments, ſublime and animated deſcriptions, and, above all, rhe impetuous 


and irreſiſtible flame of paſſion cbaraQterize the inimitable ptoduttions 


of Petratch. Take bim, all in all, he is one of the nobleſt poets extant 
in any language; not withſlanding the cenfure of the ſoperficia} peer, 
who, probahly, criticiſed, without having read him; and who, if he had 
attempted to read him, wanted tenderneſs to * his bcauties, and virtue 
to underſtand his ſentiments. MM 


We ae nat i Petrarch, merely, as the feeble fongfter of an 
effemiaate paſſion ; he perpetually foars the nobleſt fighrs ; and unites 
a daring ſublimity, and a ſtain of moral inſtreQion, with melting ten- 
derneſs, His ode addreiled to young Colonma, which hepins © ſpirto 
geatil,” and that which begins“ halia mia, are writren on political 
ſubjects, and not ioferior to the nobleſt of the kind in Horace. 


Excluſive of his pot tieal merit, Petrarch was a man of conſummate and 
various abilities; twafled and employed in moft important negotiations, 
and adequate to the moſt arduous ſituations. The fame of bis miſtrefs 
and bis muſe has ſwallowed up his other praiſes; and it is not generally 
known, that Petrarch was a man profoundly learned, for the times in 


which he lived, an admirable orator, an able politiciav, and one of the 


principal reſtorers of ancient literature. 


The platoniſm of Petrarchi 1 an obſcurity over his works; and it 
requires: ſomething of a congenial ſpirit, to follow him, in fentiments ſo 


widely removed from the common track. He will, therefore, either not 


be underſtood, or he will be read with enthuſiaſm. From ſome confuſed 
notions of Petrateh's manner, people have been led to think, that ob- 
ſcure and platonic conecits are eſſential to the compoſition of the ſon- 
net; but Petrarch, though ſometimes too refined and obſtruſe, every 
where- abounds in the moſt pure and pathetie ſimplicity. Some of his 
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fat diſgraced by pant e8'orticv@apidiichiiceits; wade 3 
has written no leſs than three hitndred and Nenteen ſonnets, beſides 


other poems, and it is by no means ferprifing, — uud large nom 
ber, ſome faulty ones ſhould a | 1 


I have already hinted, that Dante, — and 


few other writers, who preceded Petrareh, had vſſected, by their works, a b 
revolution, as ſurpriſing, as it was complete, by the intioduRion of the 4 
lingua volgare ; but the great maſter of Petrarch, in his portical purſuits, WE 
| was Cinoda Piſtoia, who wrote love poetry with much applauſe in the j 


lingua volgare. Cino was profeffor of law, in the wniverfity of Mont- 
pelier, whither Petrarch went, totaly under him, in obedience to the 
deſire of his father, who intended him for the profeffion of an advocate. 
This accompliſhed maſter failed to excite. in his young diſthple, a fondneſs | C: : 
for the profeſſion, which he himſelf had 'embraced ; but his precepts bf / 
and example, as a poet, were eagerly received, and ardently purſued. | 
Cino, in fact, taught Petrarch the uſe and energy of the newly adopted 
language; the artifice and charm of numbers; and, i particular, the 
ſiructure and beauty of the ſonnet, in which he himſelf excelled, 


The beauties of the ſonnet are ſo ſingular and king. that it is no | 4 
wonder, it was cultivated with enthuſuſm by the italians themſelyes, to | 
the genius of whoſe language it is pectliarly adapted z and that it was | a 
eagerly naturalized, by every oation that profeſſed to write poetry. It 
was introduced into France, by Mellin Saint Gelais, as {yric poetry was : 
by Ronfard ; ſo e are informed by Bellay, one of the enely french wri - 2 
ters, in the epiſtle to the reader, pre fixed to his Olive, à collection of 


poems in honour of his miſtrets, -* Etant le ſonnet d' Italien devenu 7 
Francois, comme je croy par Mellin de Saint Geli Aud he tells us, 9 
this happened about four years/before be wrote, Mellin Saint Gelais = 
reſembled Clement Marot, in his ſondmeſt for the epigram, the ron- J 
deav, and the various forms of gruteſque and fanatic wit, and the diſſi- : 
cult trifles, in which the early french poets w much delighted. Firſt | y 
Bellay, and then Ronſard, gave force and majeſty to french poetry, and Et 
taught it to ſpeak in a more noble and ſonorgus toue, as N con ſeious of 3 
its own importance. Bellay ſpeaks thus in bis Olire: | : 
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... L'Qlive, dont je plantay 
Les immortelles Racines. 
Par moy, les Graces divines 
Oat fait ſonner aſlez bien, 
Bur les rives antevines, 
Lee ſonnet Italien; 
Dout le branle induſtrieux, 
Et la peſante meſure, 
Qui ne vont a Vavanture, 
Par le champs dout la peintutt 
Diapre ces belles flcurs ; 
N'entendent point les valcurs. 
Que la lyte babillarde 
Te fredonue plus Saillarde, 
Ores haut, et ores bas, 
Baur ſa corde petillarde ; 
A la cadence des pas. 


Then I wak'd the trembling thing, 
Then I bade my Olive ſpring. 

Wide it ſpreads along the plain, 
Deep th' immortal ſhoots remain. 

At my call, the graces came, 

Tun'd my numbers, fann'd my flame, 
Bade th' Italian ſonnet ſound, 
Anjou's echos bore it round; 

Artful numbers, labour'd grace, 

_ Meaſured ſtep, and ſolemn pace ;— - 
Ne'er with light and flippant way, 
Dar'd its ſober feet to ſtray, 

Nor, with bold excurſive tread, 
Wanton'd o'er the flowery mead. 


Thou * haſt made the lyre thine own, 
Thrilling wild, with ſportive tone; 


* Ronſard to whom theſe lines were addi eſl. 
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Varied deſcaat, rapid flight, - - 
Meaſures free, with fancies bright; 
Soaring high, and ſinking low 

From thine airy chords they flow ; 
While the muſes dance along, 

To the cadence of thy ſong. 


Ronſard, in one of his elegies, enumerates the firſt french writers of 
the ſonnet. 1 Bag 


Preſque d'un temps le meſme eſptit divin, 
Deſommeilla Du Bellai l' Ange vin 

Qui doucement ſurs ſa lyre d' ivoire © 
Chanta guerriers, de nos princes la gioire. 
Puis amonreux, d'un pouce tremblotant 
Pouſſa la luth, a voix douce chantant 
1. es paſſions, que ſa cruelle dame | 

_ Trop chaſtement lui gravoit de dans L'Ames 


Apres Thiart amoureux comme lui 
D'un grave vers ſoupira ſon ennui 

Qui juſqu* a l os conſumoit ſa mouelle 
Pour les beaux yeux d'une dame cruelle. 


Comme ces deux de meſme fleche atteint 
Quittant ma lyre, helas! Je ſuis contraiut. 
De ſſus la luth autres chanſons apprendre, 
Penſant flechir V'orgueil de ma Caſſandre. 
Mais pour neant ; car mes chanſons n' out pu 
Ni Venflamer ni englacer mon feu. 


Apres Baif, d'une fleche plus douce, 

E point au czur, mignarda de ſon pouce, 
Des jouiſfans les baiſers ſavoureux, | 
E de Ja nuit les combats amoureux. 

E les Plaiſirs don't une douce amante, 
Entre ſes bras fon damoiſau contente. 
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Puis Des Autels, au eontraite touche f which 
D'un beau trait d' seil aurrement deroche, and a 
Chanta les maux, qu'un patient endure from 1 
Dans les priſons d'une maiftrefſe dure. qualif 
Wak'd by the muſe aſpiting Bellay roſe, = | 
Thro' the bold (train a ſacred ſpirit flows; | hs 
On Anjou's plains his iv'ry lyre he ſtrung, " 
And royal chiefs, and hardy deeds he ſung ; 8 1 
But ſoon, the ſtops uith trembling hand he chang'd, . 2 
Thro' love's delights when am ous fancy rang'd ; 5 1 
He ſtruck the lute, to tell th* impalſion'd foul, * 7 
The beauteous tyrant, and the foft controul. | En 
Next tender Thiart ſung the bliſsful pan The 
In mournful notes he pour'd th' enamour'd ſtrain ©: he das 
While ſpeaking glances caus'd th' eternal ſmart; italian: 
And ſecret flames conſum d the burſting hegt. | 
I too, alas, have foin'd the love · ſick throng, 
8 | And pour d, but vainly pour'd the plaintive ſong ; 
_- | I ſpurn'd the lyre, the ſofter lute I choſe, 
ö f And ſounds expreflive of a lover's woes ; 
| | If melting notes might ſooth my cares to reſt, 
Or melting notes ſubdue Caſſandra's breaſt. 
More happy Baif, who felt no cruel dart, 
Pour d the light deſcant, with a careleſs heart; 
And ſport, and joy he ſung, and ſoft delight, 
The gentle combat, and the bliſsful night, 
When golden ſpoils the lover's warfare croun'd 
And oft delights the raviſh d ſpit it drown'd. In ſo 
: | two qu; 
Then, Des Autels attun'd far other ſtrain, TG ON 
Too patient victim of unwearied pain ed us a 
He ſung the dame, that ſway'd with rule unkind, from Be 
And woman's pow's to wring th' impaſſion'd mind, of Bell; 


out eve} 


The french writers, 8 depend the italian ſonnet, borrowed indeed 
the form of it, but failed to acquire the ſpirit, pathos, and f: mplicit x 
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which are found in many of the ſonnets of Petrarch. Exalted genius, 
and an intimate acquaintance with the claſſics, then newly retrieved 


from the oblivion of centuries, and with the italian poets, eminently 


qualified theſe parents of gallic poetry, to refine their native muſe. 
From Tibullus and Petrarch, they learned to conſidet love, as a ſubject of 
importance, and to treat it ſcriouſly; no encomagements were wanting, 


to excite their emulation, and ſtimulate their exertions; but they failed 


greatly in the province of ver ſiſication ; partly, perhaps, from negli- 
gence, partly, becauſe the ear of that age was not formed and critical, 
and partly, from the untoward rudeneſs of the language; and in their 


enthuſiaſtic foudneſs for the ancients, * rather pillaged their writings, 
than borrowed from them. 


The ſirſt englith ſonnets, i have met with, are thoſe of Lord Surrey; but 
he does not accurately obſerve the laws of verſification, laid down by the 
talians; and which are ſummed up by Boileav, in the following Hines: 

f * 


On dit a ce propos, qu'ua jour ce dien bizarre 
Voulant pouſſer à boot tous les Rimeurs francois 
In venta du ſonner les rizoureuſes loix ; | 
Voulut, qu' en deux quatrzins de meſure pareille 
La rime avec deux ſons frappat huit fois POreille, 
Et qu” enſuite, ſix vers artiſtement rangez 
Fuſſent en deux tercets par le ſens partagez. 

Sur tout de ce poeme il bannit la licence: 

Lui meme en meſuta le nombre et la cadence 2: 
Defendit qu* un vers foible y put jamais entrer 
Ni qu' un mot deja mis oſat sy remontrer *. 


In ſome of his ſonnets, Surrey admits more than two rhymes into the 
two quatrains; and there is one of them, in which the ſame two rhymes 
run on through the fourteen lines. Spenſer, in the ſucceeding age, ſhow- 
ed us a more correct and perfect model of the ſonnet ; which he adopted 
from Bellay, whom he ſeems to have admired and ſtudied, for, his viſions 
of Bellay he has tranſlated literally from the ſonge of that writer, with- 
out even deviating from the ſonnet ſtanza, in which the original is wiit- 
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ten. As Spenſer caught his fondneſs for the ſonnet from Bellay, whom 


à congenial ſpirit endeared to the incoriect imagination of our engliſh 
bard, debauched by the love of allegory ; ſo, he was infected by him 
with the love of quaint antitheſis, and frigid concette. 


Thus general and rapid has been the progrefs of the ſonnet, from the 
time of its firſt invention: and no wonder; its intrinfic beauty muſt 
ever render it the favourite of thoſe, who have hearts to feel the genuine 
graces of poetry. The ſonnet will ever be cultivated, by thaſe who write 
on tender and pathetic ſubjects. It is peculiarly adapted to the ſituation, 
of a may violently agitated, by a real paſſion, and wanting compoſure 
and vigour of mind, to met hodize his thoughts, and undertake a wotk of 
length. The ſonnet, from its ſhortneſs, and its dwelling ſimply on a 
fing le thought, is fitted to expreſs 3 momentary burſt of paſſion, and its 
tender and plaintive melody is calculated to accompany affecting and 


mournſul ſentiments, by congenial ſounds, 


Du reſte, il enrichit d' une beaute ſupreme ; 
Un ſonuet ians defavts yaut ſoul unc longue po mc. 
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SONNET rie FIRST. 


FROM PETRARCH, 


LONELY and penfive, o'er the deſert plains 
I meaſure forth my ſlow and weary pace, 


ERS 


With wakeful heed, to ſhun th' unwelcome trace, 


Tx 


FF 


Or ſight of man ;—his eye my boſom pains. 
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One only ſad delight, for me remains, 
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TG 


To hide myſelf from hated human face ; 

And feſtive peals, that ſacred muſing chace ; 
And noiſe, and idle gauds, and jocund ſtrains. 
The rifted rock, the floods that hoarſely ſound, 
Wild heath, or gloomy vale, or ſavage wood, 
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Are only conſcious how my being flows; 


dy 


Yet not a path ſo deſolate is found, _ 
But love is there, to drink my vital blood, 
And mem'ry there, to goad the ſlumb'ring woes.— 
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SONNET ras SECON D. 


TO A FRIEND. 


WELL may*| thou aſk ;—why this unſeerly guiſe, 
The garb neglected, and the ſqualid hair, 

The careleſs manners, and diſtracted air, 

Eyes downward caſt, and falt'ring words and ſighs ? 
And why from mirth the ſullen ſpirit flies ?!—= 
To pleaſure, or be pleaſed, I little care. 

Yet, not from nature, but from fell defpair, 
Ungentle thus, for me no pleaſures riſe. 

Ah ſhe, for whom alone my doating heart, 

Deſir'd to pleafe, who only could beſtow 

Pleaſures on me, ah ſhe that heart diſdains, 

And dooms my future life to weary woe. 

But one ſad comfort can my ftars impart ; 


The gloomy hope to reſt in death remains.— 
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SONNET rus THIRD. 
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DELIGHTS of youth, gay bow'rs, and ſparkling wine, 
And dance, and vocal chord, and warbled ſong, 

And beſt and chief delight, the ſocial throng, _ 

Where Friendſhip's brighten'd eyes, with gladneſs ſhine, 
As ſouls with ſouls, in tri embrace combine ! 
How have ye borne my raviſh'd ſoul along ! 
How have 1 play'd your fairy bow'rs among! 
Delights of youth, ah me, no longer mine. 
One only wiſh my boſom bath poſſeſt, 

One only object, Clara's ſmile to prove.— 

To me, the world in Clara ſeems confin'd. 

In taſted joys, my ſoul can only find, 

How vain all pleaſures, to the love - lorn breaſt. 
Can only find, the want of her 1 love. 
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SONNET rue FOURTH. 


FROM PETRARCH. 


THE glutton banquet, ſloth, and pleaſure's ſong, 


Have ev'ry virtue chas'd from human kind, 
And loos'd the ſine ws of the mighty mind. 
The tyrant faſhion bears the ſoul along ; 

The rays of God, that dwelt the crowd among, 
Are hid from man to ſtygian glooms reſign'd. 


What meed—what honours ſhall the laurel find ? 


Or what the myrtle from the ſordid throng ? 


And thou, divine philoſophy, whoſe lore 


In trances wrapt the ſpirit to the ſky, . 

How loſt—how abject in theſe iron days 

Yet dauntleſs Clara may thy ſpirit ſoar ; 

Spurn the vile crowd, diſdain their ſenſeleſs cry ; 


And ſeek, within thyſelf, the worthieſt praiſe. 
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SONNET rus FIFTH. 


TO THE SUN. 


BLEST ſource of light, whoſe all- informing ray, 
Creative energy, pervades the deep, 
Or central veins, where pearls and diamonds fleep ; 
Or ranges earth, and makes the meadow gay, 

Or bids the vale its flow'ry hoard diſplay, 

And leafy foreſts ſhade the barren ſteep, 

Where happy birds their ſportive vigils keep ; 
Deſire, and love, and beauty mark thy way. 

Nor leſs, the ſacred beam of Clara's eye, 

Where'er *tis caft, with precious influence fraught, 
Matures the nobleſt brighteſt gems of mind, 

The virtuous purpoſe, and exalted thought ; 

And bids the vernal blooms of genius riſe, 

And high conceptions wed, in ſong combin'd. 
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SONNET rus SIXTH 


FROM PETRARCH. 


Ir the ſharp torments that on life attend, 
If eager anguiſh and conſuming care, 
That gnaw my heart, would ſo much being ſpare, 


That 1 might ſee thy glorious ſun deſcend, That 
From beauty's zenith, and the ſilver blend And 
With golden treſſes ;—ſee that face ſo fair, Oft, 
f Reſign th' etherial tint, and eyes ſo rare Oft, 
Their ſacred light ;—theſe baſhful fears might end. And 
1 then might utt*rance for the paſſion find, Oh ſ] 
That raging fierce for days, and months, and years, In th 
Eternal ſtorm, has vex'd my weary mind. Does 
Pity perhaps, but riſing doubts and fears Or, « 
Repreſs the thought: that darling hope reſign'd And 
I wifl 


Remains the late relief of ſighs and tears. 
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SONNET rTxz SEVENTH. 


PALE virgin moon, and ever-burning choir, 
Ve lamps, that clip the throne of night around! 
Oft, on my cheek, the ſorrows have ye found, 
That burſt, in torrents, from the fierce deſire, 
And flow, but vainly flow, to quench its fire : 
Oft, have ye heard my bitter ſighs around, 
Oft, ſeen deſpair my bleeding heart- ſtrings wound, 
And double ſtrength from ev'ry wound acquire. 
Oh ſpeak, for ye have ſeen what inmates dwell, 
In the ſoft manſion of my Clara's breaſt. 
Does calm untroubled peace inhabit there ? 
Or, does her pity ſhare the pangs I bear, 

And ſympathetic ſighs her boſom ſwell ? 

I wiſh-—I fear my ſorrows break her reſt. 


I 3 8 1 n 3 N IS e 
i.e Nees 1 2 5 8 1 _ % £2 : mr APs ho fi . 4. 5 
F Wn Ott RET NEO 92 {opt 5 4 * PI * 


205 


e 
3 n nd 


SONNET Tu EIGHT H. 
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WHrHaT time, ſoft ſleep enwraps the careleſs hind, 
What time, the maſtiff bays around the fold, 
And ſportive elves their moonlight revels hold; 
With locks, that way'd in ringlets unconfin'd, 
And ſnowy ſtole, that wanton'd with the wind, 
My Clara paſt methought—my love I told, 
With falt'ring tongue—occafion made me bold, — 
Seraphic ſmiles confeſt a yielding mind. 
Smooth gliding on, ſhe pointed to a grove, 
Where wedded trees entwin d in arbours roſe, 
And Philomela, to the ſtarry throng, 
With plaint melodious, told a virgin's wrong. 
My heart beat quick, with eager throbs of love, 
I ſciz'd her hand —thea waking found my woes. — 
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SONNET TA NINTH. 


— 


Wrru penſive joy, the moment I ſurvey, 
When welcome death ſhall ſet my ſpirit free. 

My ſoul, the proſpect brings no fear to thee ; 

But ſoothing fancy riſes, to pourtray 

The dear and parting words my friends ſhall ſay : 
With ſecret pride, the heaving ſighs I ſee ; | 
And count the ſorrows that ſhall flow for me. 
Methinks, I feel the fading griefs decay, p 
Dim-heard and ſeen—perhaps with moiſten'd eye, 
Clara may ſee the ſad proceſſion move, 

That bears me to the reſting place of care, 

And ſigh—* poor youth ! thy boſom well could love ; 
« And well thy numbers picture fierce deſpair ; 

Oh bliſs !—to bring that hour ye moments fly.— 
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SONNET TAS TENTH. 


War, mem'ry, thus the chearleſs labour ply : 
Shall anguiſh only ſpeak thy magic pow'r, 

And forms of ſorrow in thy paintings low'r ?— 
With pleaſures paſt, the void of thought ſupply, 
That preſent ills may for a moment fly. 

Recall the moon-light walk, the lonely bow'r, 
The ſoft low whiſp'rings of the tender hour, 
The mild compaſſion of the humid eye, 

Where ambuſh'd loves in downward glances play, 
The ſecret harmony, the beaming grace, 

And lovelier charm of Clara's poliſh'd mind. — 
Oh wiſh improvident Thou doſt pourtray 

The pleaſures paſt; but there no joys I trace; 
Vaip, vain regret, and bitter pangs I find, — 
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SONNET ru: ELEVENTH. 


THE DREAM. 


On fatal dream ! what forms of dire diſmay ! 
Frantic I range beneath the damps of night— 

I ſate, methought, where death and pale affright, 
On Clara frown'd l ſaw the ſubtle ray 

Of life recede ;—the loy'd, the lovely lay, 
Convuls'd with pain no more her eyes were bright, 
Her ſoul, the gentle manſion of delight, 

Was reft ; the beauteous frame was turn'd to clay. 
With piercing ſhrieks, I tore the ſilent gloom 

Of awful night, the cruel fantom fled. 

Yet ſcarce will fear my waking ſenſes truſt ; 

Still, ſtill, it paints thy beauties turn'd to duſt. 
Oh Clara, Clara, wert thou with the dead, 

Thy lover ſoon would follow to the tomb. 
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SONNET ruz TWELFTH. 


ON MY INTENTIONS TO WRITE A TRAGEDY. 


IN folemn Rate, the Muſe of Mourning glides. 


" 


A magic phial in her hand ſhe bears ; 

Tis fill'd with pangs and ſympathetic tears. 

&« And go, my ſon,” ſhe cries, © where pain abides, 
% And ſorrow pours the neyer-ebbing tides. 

«© Behold, where hiſt'ry in my train appears, 

% With madneſs, rage, and agonizing fears 

« And wild deſpair, the murd'rous ponyard guides, 
« Go, weep with thoſe allow'd'in narrow ſpan | 
« To crowd the certain ſum of human woes, 

« Who carly labour'd thro? their taſk and ſlept, 

“ Sad happy fate; each form of anguiſh know; 
Then take this phial, pour it forth on man, 

& And bid him ſhare the pangs, the wretched wept. 
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SONNET Tur TH I RT E ENT H. 


WHAT high perſuaſion ſhall thy boſom move ? 
What ſtrong attraction lure thy gentle heart? 
Of old, in numbers dwelt a magic art, 

But now, alas, deſpis'd and vain they prove, 
For female minds on wealth and grandeur rove. 
Diſdain and pride from humble poets ſtart, 
For they no gifts but idle rhymes impart, 

And plain ſimplicity and artleſs love. : 

What gentle maid can gold and pomp reſign 
And ſeek no treaſure but a faithful breaſt ?— 
Whoe'er thou art, oh wiſely gen'rous maid, 
With mutual ardour be thy loye repaid ; 

May ne'er unkindneſs break thy balmy reſt, 
Freſh blooming joys and endleſs love be thine, 
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SONNET ITA FOURTEENTH. 


ON THE UNTIMELY DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY.# 


| SHALL then, my muſe, thy laviſh deſcant flow, 


For tragic mourners and ideal pain; 
And not a tear, and not a votive ſtrain, 


Attend the reliques that in earth lie low. 


My boſom choice, ah now my boſom woe; 


Oh early loſt, oh found and lov'd in vain; 
Our ſouls but join'd, this parting to ſuſtain 
Thy wond'rous value by thy loſs I know. 


Some leaden pow'r has ſeiz d my voice and eyes; 


It mocks the fullneſs of th' impaſſon'd heart, 
And words and tears to burſting grief denies. 
Yet theſe, my love, are but mechanic art. 
The vulgar ſorrow ſpeaks in tears and ſighs 
Let ſilence, filence, grief like mine impart. 


* This mclancholy-event happened when I had it in contemplation 
to wiite a Tragedy. 
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SONNET ru FIFTEENTH.. 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


5 


| A GRATEFUL, horror dwells along the plain, 
And fitting clouds a tranſient darkneſs ſhed. 
Penſive I ſeek the manſions of the dead, 

And call the moon, and call the ſtarry train, 

And facred midnight, woo'd by am'rous pain, 
When worldly toils, and worldly cares are fled, 
When mild affliction hovers o'er the head, 

And pours, ſpontaneous pours, the ſolemn ftrain. 
Hail, gothic cloiſters ! hail, ye ſpires decay'd ; 
The yawning grave would little chill my breaſt, 
The failing ſpectre ſcarce appall my heart, 
Fearleſs, by night, I rove your haunted ſhade. 
The deſp'rate fortitude by grief poſſeſt, | 

At vulgar terrors knows not how co ſtart, 
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SONNET rus SIXTEENTH. 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT, 


SINCE, Clara, thou by death's untimely hand, 


Wert ſnatch'd from earth, neglected have I rov'd, 
Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy, nor comfort pror'd. 
A ſingle ſtranger here below I ſtand, 

Idle ſpectator of the buſy band, 

By follies acted or by paſſions moy'd, 

A naked wretch unloving and unlov'd ; | 
And ſighs and fruitleſs tears the hours demand. 
Nor ſource of act, nor ruling aim remains; 

For whom ſhall now my happineſs rejoice, 

Or who ſhall gently ſorrow for my woes. 

One hope alone the tortur'd heart ſuſtains, 

The grave to call me lifts its awful voice; 

« Oh come, thou mourner, and with me repoſe ?” 
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SONNET TAI SEVENTEENTH. 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


WHETHER on earth the bleſſed ſpirits rove, 


And works of peace and charity fulfil, 

Ere the laſt awful trump of judgment thrill 
The mortal ear and kindly feelings move 
In favour'd ſouls, aſſiſt the virtuous love, 
And ward from innocence the ſudden ill; 
Or ſeek the bow'rs, by many a ſapphire rill, 
Immortal amaranth, that bloom above, 

And round the inexpreſſive ſource of light, 
With flaming miniſters, ſeraphic thropgs, 
Enjoy the fullnefs of the eternal oxx, 


And chant to heav'nly harpings heav'nly ſongs 


Oh ſainted ſpirit, bend thy pitying fight, 
On me deſerted, helpleſs and undone. 
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SONNET r EIGHTEENTH. 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


SOME guardian pow'r my fainting ſoul ſuſtain, 
The faithleſs muſe, like all our carthly friends, 
The gariſh moment of delight attends, 

But flies from woe, nor gives a ſoothing ſtrain, 
To chear the mourner in his hour of pain. 

To Clara's tomb the ſun of pleaſure bends ; 

For ever, ever, from his ſphere deſcends, 

Dark, dark ; cternal pangs and woe remain. 

Oh Clara, Clara, faireſt gentleſt mind! 

The ſacred ſpark has left the mortal frame, 

Too pure, too bright, with wretched man to ſtay ; 
It ſeeks th* almighty ſource of parent flame. 
—And [—what hope what comfort ſhall 1 find ? 
Oppreſlive ſight, I curſe the loathſome day. 
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SONNET TA NINETEENTH. 


-IMITATED FROM PETRARCH. 


T HE birds lament, with ſweetly warbled woe ; 
The thicket ruſtling whiſpers to the wind ; 

The lucid ſtreamlets hoarſely murm'*ring flow, 

As o'er the turf their mazy path they ſind. 

Thrill'd with the anguiſh of a wounded mind, 

5 Sighing I call, if ſighs of man below 

May reach the bleſt aboye in heay'n enſhrin'd, 

The lov'd, the loſt, the mourn'd, with ruthleſs blow 
. Whom death untimely reft—in roſeat bloom, 

Fair as in life, ſhe ſtands before my ſight. — 

« And why in bitter ſighs thy days conſume, 

© And pour forth briny floods the live-long night? 
« Mourn not, I clos'd theſe eyes in earthly gloom, 
To ſhare the fullneſs of eternal light.” 
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SONNET ruz TWENTIETH. 


ON THE DEATH OF G. H. 


| OH vair 
IF parted ſhades, the body laid in mold, CEE That little 
Can view the living that in life were dear ; Toe” Ye faded 
Poor vaniſh'd friend,” how ſhall thy ſpirit bear, | Vain hope 
To ſee theſe eyes their yotive drops with-hold ? Th' ideal | 
Wilt thou not deem me, like thine afhes, cold Where tru 
To friendſhip's throb, and ſympathetic tear ?— Thea 
Ah no, thou wilt not ſuch oblivion fear; | The ſettled 
Our love was ſtill too mighty to be told. Yet ſtill m. 
Friend of my ſoul, and brother of my choice ; * 
In looks, and ſmiles, and thouſand grateful deeds, Oh wretche 
True love can ſpeak, without the aid of voice, | And dared 
While frendſhip on the mutual friendſhip feeds. The pleaſur 
The ſaints above with ſilent ſpeech rejoice, Thou, ien 


Silent below, the widow'd anguiſh bleeds. 
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SONNET Tru] TWENTY-FIRST. 
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OH vain and fleeting youth ! oh laviſh'd hours! 
That little profit bring and little praiſe ; 

Ye faded viſions of my youthful days, 

Vain hopes, and dreams of love, and bliſsful bow'rs. 
Th' ideal paradiſe and airy tow'rs, | 
Where truant hope, with idle fancy, plays, 

'Tis o'er and paſt, the flatt'ring ſcene decays, 

The ſettled gloom of ſtern deſpondence low'rs, 
Yet ſtill my ſoul, a weary void retains ; 

It craves ſome good untry'd and unpoſſeſt. 

Oh wretched fool ! I thought that good was love, 
And daredits fierceſt wild exceſs to prove. 

The pleaſure fled—ah me! the pang remains. 
Thou, friendſhip, art the good—ob fill my breaſt. 
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SONNET ru TWENTY-SECOND. 


THo I adore thee, like a thing divine, 


Yet never have I dar'd to breathe my love, 


Or hop'd that Clara ſhould my vows approve: 


A ſtar thou art, that diſtant far muſt ſhine, 
Which guardian fates for brighter ſpheres deſign. 


Nor ſighs nor pleading tears ſhall pity move, 
Nor buſy wiſhes o'er thy beauties rove. - 

My worthleſs heart could pay no price for thine, 
And 'tis my all, tho? it ſhould pour its blood. — 
Yet proud of thee, 1 paiht in boaſtive lay 

The high-born wiſhes of th* ennobled heart, 
And pour my pray'rs for Clara's life and good; 


While earth and heav'n the gen'rous flame ſurvey, 


Tue conſcious triumph rich deſires impart. 
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SONNET rus TWENTY-THIRD. 
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VE grottos, wooded cliffs, and valleys green, | 
Ye glitt'ring ſtreams, thro'ꝰ channel'd rocks that flow, 
In headlong torrents daſh'd to foam below, 
Scenes that my love and happineſs have ſeen, 
Be only witneſs of my preſent teen. 
The midnight breeze ſhall catch the burſt of woe, 
The ſilent ſhade the pitying ſtars ſhall know, 
And, pale as my deſpair, the ſilver queen. 
To fancy's eye may Clara's form appear, 
By hallow'd margin of ſome haunted ſtream, 
Or, when the moonlight breaks the awful gloom, 
Before me float along the liquid beam ; 
And, when I quit this tedious thraldom here, 
Thou, Clara, thou, receive me from the tomb, 


SONNET rus TWENTY-FOURTH. 


TO A LADY. 


W1TH PETRARCH 'S SONNET3. 


Trvs am'rous Petrarch mourns th* eternal wound, 


No ſoft delight the fatal paſſion bears, 
No nectar'd hopes allay the bitter fears. 


Valcluſa heard the mournful ſtrains reſound, 


The chryſtal Sorgue *, the rocks and vales around. 
For weary days he wept, and weary years, 

His blaſted life was giv'n to fruitleſs tears, 

And late within the grave, repoſe he found. 

I love thee more than Petrarch Laura loy'd, 

Like his, my youth is black with deadly gloom ; 
For tho? thy nature cannot harbour hate 

Nor ſmile nor glance has e*er my vows approv'd ; 
But may the pow'rs above reverſe our fate, 

And Clara's tears bedew the poet's tomb. 


| a * * a 7 * * 
* Sorgue, a river running by Avignon, where Laura, beloved aus 


mourned by Petiarch, was born and lived. 
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SONNET ras TWENTY-FIFTH. 


FROM PETRARCH. 


THE tow'ring eagle, with undaunted pride, 
Riſes to meet the ſun's meridian blaze; 

The mole within his darkling manſion ſtays, 
Conſcious his organs may not well abide 

Th! exceſſive luſtre of thꝰ irradiant tide ; 

The filly moth, enamour'd of the rays, 

With airy wing around the taper plays, 

And falls the victim of a flame untry'd. 

1 cannot, with an eagleꝰs ſtedfaſt eyes, 
Behold thy beauty's light; nor, like the mole, 
To friendly darkneſs from thy charms retire ; 
Like the poor moth, my unexperienc'd ſoul 
Purſues the fatal beam with fond defire, 
And fluttring ſings around, and ſinging dies. 
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SONNET THz TWENTY-SIXTH. 


SEEK not, my ſoul, the form of worldly good, 
That dances on the verge of ſorrow's tide 5 | 
A meteor form, by ſanguine youth purſu'd, | 
From virtuous aim it draws the wand'rer wide. 

The flow'r, that ſmiles with morning pearls bedew'd, 
A venom'd juice within its bells may hide ; 

And on the breeze, with balmy ſcents imbu d, 

The quartan pale, or ſcarlet plague may ride. 

O join not thou the creeping ſons of earth, 

In legal injuries and ſordid art; 

Nor heap with iron hand thy guilty ſtore ; 

Seek not, in riot, and unhallow'd mirth, 


Truce with the feelings that beſiege thine heart; 


But ſorrow's ſober charms with rey'rence meek adore. 
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IN rut MANNER OF HAMMOND. 


WHY does my daily incenſe reach the ſky ? 

Or why my tongue the due oriſon pour ? 

What the fond wiſh that prompts th' unweary'd ſigh. 
That ftill recurs with ev'ry penſive hour? 


I aſk not pomp, for courtly ſcenes unfit ; 
I aſk not wealth, with all its gilded cares; 
Not the vain palms of wiſdom or of wit 
Miſlead my reaſon, or mfpire my pray'rs. 


No, Fanny, no, the ſimple heart is mine, 
Untaught, untainted in the ſelfiſh ſchool z 
That, proudly humble, can with eaſe reſign 
Wealth to the baſe, and ſplendor to the fool. 
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Depriv'd of fortune, let me boaſt thy love, 
Deſpis'd of others if approv'd by thee ; 


My Fanny's ſmile my proudeſt boaſt ſhall prove, 
Her fond regard my richeſt wealth ſhall be. 


Her ſmile on all things ſhall diffuſe a ray, 
Her ſmile around us call the little loves, 
In ſoft content, we'll wing the hours away, 


Peaceful and happy, as the cyprian doves, 


Nor coftly viands at my board are found, 
Nor gold nor gems within my cot appear ; 
Yet honeſt mirth and ſocial joys abound, 
And pure integrity, I truſt, is there. 


When ſhall I bear thee to my native plain ? 
When call thee mine, no more, no more, to part ? 
When hail thee empreſs of thy new domain, 


My flocks, my homeſtead, and their owner's heart ? 


My brother ſwains, a kind and gentle throng, 7 
To crown thy brow hall wreath the ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
And welcome thee with dance, and feſtive ſong ; 
And ſpread the banquet, in their rural bow'rs, 


ELEGY Tus SECOND. 


WHEN Venus calls a ſtripling from the throng, 
To ſeek her early, and to ſerve her long, | 

With gentle nature, fortune ſhould conſpire, 

To mould the feelings, and to fan the fire, 

"The ſmiles and graces throng th' enchanted ground, 
And ſports and wiſhes dance in airy round ; 

While hope, and eaſe, and affluence, hand in hand, 
And youth and pleaſure join the beauteous band; 
For cares and toils the tender wiſh reprove, 


But peace and leiſure ſooth the ſoul to love. 


Why, Venus, —why to cells and cloiſters roam? 
Why. call the ſtudent from the labour'd tome: 
Why from his brow the wreath of Pallas tear, 
To bind thy roſes, and thy myrtle there? 
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Alas, the vapours of the midnight oil 

Will blaſt the myrtle and the roſes ſoil. 
The ſtudent's days are mark'd for toil and pain, 

And little ſhall he grace thy laughing reign. | 

Lo, rigid ſcience chides the young deſires ; 

And points where wiſdom's awful fane aſpires. 

She bids her ſlave the ſteepy path eſſay; 

And contemplation guides his weary way. 

Along that path, no ſilken flowret blows, 

No verdant couch is ſpread tor ſoft repoſe ; 

But haggard vigil bath'd in dews of night, 

And doubts and muſings ſcare the young delight, 

Behold that form with ſickly languor pin'd, 

With waſting labours of the harraſs'd mind; 

Behold his checks reſign the youthful red, 

And ſnows untimely whiten o'er his head.— 

The ſtudent he—ah ! ſpare him, goddeſs, ſpare— 

Deſpiſe a wretch unworthy of thy care. | 

How ſhall he learn to tune th* enamour'd ſong ? 

How lead the dance amidſt thy choral throng ? 


In vain, in vain, has ſtern deſpondence frown'd, 
And ſcience vainly mark'd the choſen ground : 
In vain the ſhades of grecian ſages riſe, 
With brow ſevere to chide a lover's ſighs. — 
% IIl-fated youth, betray'd by woman's wiles, 
« Slave of her looks, and play- thing of her ſmiles 


301 
© The fruitlefs wiſhes have, like ferpents, wound 
« Their venom'd folds thy new · born ſtrength around; 
% Oh rend their volumes, ere they taint thy fame, 

« And ſting th' empoiſon'd heart, with mortal ſhame.” 


In vain | 
I own thy empire, queen of ſoft deſires ! 

I feel thee ruſhing in reſiſtleſs fires ; 

Sacred, ſupreme, unrivall'd, and confeſt, 

It ſhakes my frame; it fills my throbbing breaſt. 
Yes, gentle ſov'reign of the human ſoul, 


Almighty love, I own thy foft controul. 


Farewell rich muſings and creative toil, 
The godlike harveſt of pierian ſoil! 
The paſſions burſt, impetuous as the wind, 
And ſcatter all the treaſures of the mind — 
Farewell the gliding forms, an awful throng, 
That wait the ſolemn hour of ſacred ſong ! 
And, oh! farewell the bright ecſtatic glow, 
Seraphic trance, that happy poets know, 
The ſtarting eye when bliſsful frenzy ſtrains, 
And rapt'rous chillneſs tingles thro' the veins ! 


Lig 


With fatal care the graces have array'd 
And young deſires adorn'd the lovely maid. 
They gave her words, more ſoft than honied ſhow'rs, 


More ſweet than breezes from the woodbine bow'rs. 
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Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, or looks, or ſmiles, or moves, 
Over all her frame the ſoul of beauty roves. 
Quick from the ſpirit, various, wakeful, warm, 
It lives, it glows thro? all th impaſſion'd form. 


Too lovely maid, ordain'd, with high beheſt, 
To ſway the movements of a doating breaſt ; 


Queen of my fate, ſupreme to curſe or bleſs, 
My heav'n, my other name for happineſs ! 


The riſing moments wait thy dear command; 
They aſk a colour from thy forming hand. 

Tis thine, with chearful tints to bid them glow z 
"Tis thine, to cloud them with deſpair and woe. 

I feel thy pow'r, I own myſelf thy ſlave— 
Employ it, Clara, not to kill, but ſave. 

Wound not my boſom, with capricious art; 
Forbear to trifle with a feeling heart; 

That added years may nurſe the riſing flame, 
And life's laſt ſighs be breath'd to Clara's name. 
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ELECY rus THIRD. 


Ir beauty's vaunt demands a wretch's pain, 

And tortur'd victims ſooth thy high diſdain ; 

Come, while thou may'ſt, thy lover's pang deride; 

The ſuffꝰrer ſoon ſhall mock thy ſcorn and pride. 

The darkling purpoſe labours in my breaſt ; 

Some ſpirit whiſpers, I ſhall be at reſt. — 

From theſe wild eye-balls, not a tear ſhall flow, 
My frantic grief ſhall Jearn to laugh at woe, 

When reaſon from her orb of rule is thrown ; 


And bold deſpair explores the realms unknown. 


What phantoms riſe—ſpare, ſpare, ye hideous band! 
| Heav'n, heav'n, reſtrain a wretch's impious hand! — 
A thouſand furies flap their murky wings, 
They goad my madding foul with ſcorpion ſtings.— 
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Leſs dire the train that roſe at Juno's call, 
While ſable gore bedew'd the regal hall. 
Round Ino's head, the ſtygian brand they hurP'd ; 
In venom'd folds, their hiſſing ſnakes they curP'd ; 
The Theban's * ſoul receiv'd th' infernal brood, — 
He rag'd, he thirſted for his children's blood. 
With chearleſs gaze, I mark the dawning light; 
The ſun deſcends, 1 curſe the gloom of night ; 
Friends, buſineſs, books I loath—my fallen fate, 
My frantic love, but moſt myſelf, I hate, | 
What ſaving.arm ! my feeble pray'rs ariſe ; 
But feeble pray' rs muſt never reach the ſkies. — 
What gifts of heav'n ! with bounteous heav'n at ſtrife, 


| My love embitters all the goods of life. 


Oh fond remembrance ! wakeful, cruel, gueſt, 
The toil, the torment of th' enamour'd breaſt, — 
Alas, I lov'd thee, ere I view'd thy charms,— 
Be curſt the dawnings, of my fierce alarms ; 
And curſt the youth, that Clara's beauty prais'd, 
Tuns wonder firſt the gay deſcription rais d, 
The heav'nly theme had touch'd his lips with fire, 
He ſpake, and wonder ſoften'd to deſire, 
Poſſeſt, inſpir'd, on ev'ry charm he dwelt, 
From pore to pore the ſubtle flames I felt; 

I ran—I few view'd, in evil hour, 


The boaſt, the darling of creative pow'r. 


* Athamas=-ſce their ſtory in Ovid. 
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Better, diſeaſe had chain'd me to m bed, 
Or vollied light'ning rank'd me with the dead. 
From er'ry ſmile, the glad allurements ſtray'd, 
In ev'ry glance, the ſofteſt wiſhes play d. 
Who there could read, the deep capricious art, 
The ſportive hardneſs of thy cruel heart? 
Who then the pangs ?—alas, alas, *twere vain, 
Tho? death had menac'd all his forms of pain; 
Tho” hell had gap'd, athwart my deſp'rate way; 
And ſtarting fiends recoil'd from ſudden day. 
Soon, with my peace, th' inſulting wanton play'd ; 
With fatal ſkill, th' uncertain reins ſhe ſway'd. 
Now, floating looſe, they wave their eaſy folds, 
And now, ſevere, the ſteely curb ſhe holds. 
Skill'd to torment, and ſtudious to deſtroy, 
With floods of woe, ſhe blends a drop of joy. 
Now, like the dove, familiar, ſoft, and bland, 
Uncall'd ſhe comes, and courts the fondling hand ; 
Now like, th' imperial eagle, ſeeks the ſkies, | 
Sublimely tow'rs, and mocks my dazzled eyes ; 
Now gently kind, the various maid appears, 
In ſoothing ſmiles array'd and balmy tears ; 
Mild as the ſylphids of the gliding ſtream ; 
Mild as the phantoms of the maiden's dream 
And now ſhe takes th' avengiag ſpirit's form; 
Array'd in flames, and burſting in the ſtorm ; 
Midſt the wild havock, good and blameleſs ſtill, 
For ruin bright, and beautiful to kill, 
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Well knows my tyrant, that unvaried pain | * 
Might looſe her captive from the weary chain. Wh: 
She ſcorns the bard, yet loves th” applauding rbymes ; Del. 
Her gen'rous pride would live in other times. The 
Thouſands ſhe ſees, are noble, wiſe, and brave, : Behc 
Th' enamour'd poet is no vulgar ſlave; | * 
And mine th? applauſe, that pride hecfelf might chuſe No r 
The muſe of Edwin is no common muſe. | Non 
Severcly chaſte, ſhe walks erect and bold, The 
Unſtain'd by flatt'ry, undebauch'd by gold ; Ther 
Not poorly barter*d, nor at random giv'n, With 
Her praiſe is hoarded, for th' ele& of heav'n. And 

Oh friend of man, oh laſt and dread repoſe ! Str 
Dear ſacred harbour from the ſtorm of woes. — A ſm 
Oh when ſhall death! —alas ! I vainly rave, — And 

Or to 


Sure, I ſhall love thee, ev'n beyond the grave. 
From pangs, to pangs, the weary fpirit caſt, 
Midſt changeful woes nay find its paſſion laſt. 


Deluded wretch,. no more purſue the flame, 
That draws thee wide from ev'ry noble aim, 
Blaſts thy fair hopes, and vain exiſtence fills, 
With dreams of good, and certainty of ills.— 
Where now the gen'rous toils that warm d thy youth ? 
The path of ſcience, and the light of truth ?— 

Oh ſhame of manhood !—reaſon wakes my ſoul 
I tear thy chains, I ſpurn thy baſe controul. 


Behold the creature of thy high command, 


There Clara fits, and guides the ſmiling hours; 


Or toſs it like a leaf within the breaſt, 
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That heav'nly ſmile my fondly changeful mind i — 
What hope would whiſper Clara may be kind. 
Deluded novice poor believing child! 
The fondeſt wretch that woman e'er beguil'd !— 


The pliant wax beneath thy forming hand ; 

No more, my Clara, ſhall thy ſlave rebel, 

No more complaints, my vain deſpair farewell ; 
The ſtar of Venus in th? aſcendant tow'rs, 


With peace and love, ſhe fills the gladſome ſphere, 
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And riſing good and beaming hopes are there. 
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Strange pow'r of woman ! with what high controul 


A ſmile or glance can take the priſon'd ſoul, 


And hurl it far from reaſon and from reſt ; 


ELEGY rus FOURTH. 


n TG © 


A VISION TO A FRIEND. 


Wrrn muſing wearied, on my couch I lay; 
And loſt in ſleep, the labours of the day. 


From high, methought, I heard a ſacred ſound: 
A heav'nly radiance fill'd the chamber round. 
Never, till then, ſuch muſic charm'd my car; 

So ſoft, ſo full, ſo melting, yet fo clear. — 

No burſting peal, as of a crowded band ; 

A ftrain of few it ſeem'd, and each a maſter hand. 
At meaſur'd cloſes, voice of ſeraph kind, 


In ſwcet reſponſe, or bolder chorus join'd. 


Not ſuch the glory, as of eaſtern ſkies, 


When cruel ſuns in tyrant ſplendour rife ; 
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Nor, cold and watry, like the lunar ray, 
Confeſt the want, and wept the loſs of day; 
Not fierce it flam'd, intolerable glare, 
As when Pelides roſe, at Homer's * pray r: 
Bright as the curtains, by th* enamour'd dawn, 
In hours of love, o'er young Tithonus drawn, 
Clear as the chariot of etherial fire, 
That rapt Cecilia to th' angelic choir, 
A glad ſuffuſion, an ecſtatic light, 
Tt rais'd the ſpirit, while it cheer'd the ſight. 
The central brightneſs gleam'd a roſeate hue, 
'The border faded to celeſtial blue. | 


An holy horror tingled thro my blood, 
Before my eyes, the form of Petrarch ſtood ; 
Not in religion's humble weeds array'd, 
Not ſuch, in guiſe, as o'er Valcluſe he ſtray d. 
Nor in his garb was worldly grandeur ſhown, 
Or tinſel glare, to wretched mortals known. 
White flow'd his robe, not dead and paly white, 
But liquid tiſſue of tranſparent light. 
Leſs thin, the fleece o erſpreads the ſummer ſkies ; 
Leſs bright and clear, the northern ſtreamers riſe. 


* Homer, it is ſaid, when he firſt meditated his poem of the 
Iliad, prayed that his hero Achilles might appear to him in his glory, 
and, having offered ſactifices at his tomb to render the deceaſed 
propitious, the ſhace of the warrior roſe, encompaſſed with ſuch a 
flood of glory, and clad in ſuch dazzling armour, that the poet was de- 
prived of his ſight, 
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Sublimely ſimple, floating on the wind, 


Nor claſp nor plait its airy folds confin'd. 


The ſainted ſhade with grace angelic moy'd. 


A form it ſeem'd, to love, and to be lov'd. 

His poliſh'd temples bore th' immortal wreath, 
That guards the poet's hallow'd brows from death, 
With lambent light, his ſober ſmiles expreſt 

The temper'd triumph of the virtuous bleſt ; 
And 'midſt thoſe ſmiles, a trait of ſadneſs dwelt, 
That ſpake remembrance of the pangs he felt— 


While from his eyes benignant lightnings roll, 


And by their flame, I ſeem'd to read the ſoul, 


Diſtinct to view th' unfolded ſpirit wrought z 


I ſaw the naſcent forms of ritng thought. 


On me, ſo fancy work'd, his eyes he caſt. 


Quick to my heart, the fearching glances paſt. 


And words, not fuch as human organs find, 


Yet then expreſſive, thrill'd my wond'ring mind,— 
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« ]Il-fated youth,” he ſaid, © betray'd to ſhame, 
Lar'd by the lover's, and the poet's name, 

Is then thy couch with mid-night tears bedew'd ? 
Is Petrarch's cup of woe for thee renew'd? 
Nor praiſe nor pity ſhall thy plaints engage; 
Truſt me, young poet, tis an iron age; 

Thy humble woes ſhall ne'er in ſtory live, 


Nor know the pride illuſtrious forrows give 
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“ Thy love alone, with Petrarch's may compare, 
Like Laura gentle and like Laura fair, 

« And ſince the day that Laura was inurn'd, 

« Thy paſſion only hath like Petrarch's burn'd ; 

“ But wouldſt thou dare to Petrarch's fame aſpire, 
Then, learn to emulate his conſtant fire. 


* 
Lad 


« Twice twenty years th unwearied lyre ſhall ſound 

6c Twice twenty years thy ſorrows bathe the ground. 

© Forego thy kindred, — thy companions fly j— 

© Conceal thy grief, from ev'ry human eye; 
KRenounce th' ambitious hope, the ſelfiſh aim, 

« With prudence war, and woo contempt and ſhame ; 
To tangled brakes repair, and lonely woods, 
„The cave, th' impending rock, the headlong floods; 
There feed on anguiſh ; there deſerted ftray ; 

© Become more ſavage, and more wild than they 
And ſure thou may'ſt that feeling heart may prove 
The fierceſt pangs of wild delirious love. 

The ſtarry choirs that ſtud the nightly ſphere, 

* And parted ſhades, if parted ſhades are near, 

May ſee thee ftretch'd along th* unwholeſome ground, 


* 


A 
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While, mix'd with tears, the plaintive ſongs reſound; 
May ſee thee glide, like ſome unhappy ſprite, 
All pale, and blend thy tears with dews of night.— 


* 


Vet hope not thou to gain th* immortal bays ; 
Mean as thou art, and fall'n on evil days, 
When harden'd hearts deſpiſe the tuneful theme; 
And impious tongues almighty love blaſpheme, 


* 


0 


* The time is paſt—and never more ſhall bard 
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% Around my neck, a chain of flow'rs ſhe threw; 
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On this low earth receive the proud reward. 

Oh! born to feel a doom of double hate, 

Poet and lover in the wrath of fate, 

Behold what joy the poet's guerdon lends; 

And mark what wos the loyer's boſom rends. 


« On Petrarch's birth, propitious nature ſmil'd, 
And fortune too endow'd the wond'rous child ;— 
But ill-ſtarr'd paſſion ſhap'd my lot for pain; 
And nature's ſmiles, and fortune's gifts were vaio. 
Mine the clear ſpirit, mine the matchleſs lyre, 
The thoughts of angels, and the words of fire ; 
Mine ey'ry grace to win the ſemale mind, 

And ev'ry art to {way the manly kind; 
Contending monarch's woo'd me for their own; 
Contending cities wreath'd the laureat crown : 
Yet then, the vileſt outcaſt of the train, 

That toil thro? life in famine, ſcorn and pain, 
Compar'd with me, an envied doom poſſeſt, 


And baſk'd iv fortunc's ſmile, and bore th* uncloaded breaſt. 


& In caily youth, 1 lov'd a peerleſs dame; 
The nobleſt ſpirit in the faireſt frame. 


Magnetic force, her glance reſiſtleſs drew; 


No human ſorce could tear that flow'ry wreath : 


Eternal adamant lay hid bencath ; 
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&« She lanc'd my boſom, took the beating heart, 
« And pierc'd it throꝰ with many a burning dart 
« Then quick return'd, while yet the gore diſtill'd, 
« With wiſhes, pangs, deſpair, and frenzy fil'd ; 
« And rove,” ſhe ſaid, © for years of anguiſh rove, 
% The pride, the martyr of imperious love. 
* Go, bright in ſuff*rings, agonize to fame; 
Go, like the phenix, feed a matchleſs flame; 
Thy parting ſpirit ſhall in glory riſe ; 
& And clouds of incenſe waft thee to the ſkies.” 


« O wretched man ! whom ſtormy paſſion bears, 
* To fail to glory, thro? a flood of tears. 
% To guide his helm, capricious fancy ſtands ; 


* And treach'rous hope conceals the ſhifting ſands. 

« But thou beware, avoid the fatal coaſt ; 

« Ere yet thy pinnace on the ſhoals is loſt, 

« Truſt not the comfort, that would dawn on thee, 
„Ah what avails—tho' Clara yet is free! 

« Ere yet th' irrevocable word is paſt, 

« Ere Hymen yet the awful die hath caſt, 

Thou dar'ſt to hope; what anguiſh doſt thou ſtore, 

« Againſt the time, when hope ſhall be no more! 

« When to the church, in bridal robes array'd, 

&© Some happier youth ſhall lead the bluſhing maid— 


* 


* Why ſtart and tremble ?—when the nuptial tie 
Hath made her his, thou ſhalt deſpair and die.— 
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% No, wiſer thou, anticipate the hour; 
« Ev'n now behold her in a rival's pow'r.” 

I woke—the ſtars were melted in the dawn ; 
And veils of ſaffron o'er th horizon drawn. 
Beſide my couch, I found th' unfiniſh*d ftrain, 
Deſpis'd the warning, figh'd, and rhym'd again. 
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ARIS, o ſun! lead on the cloudleſs days, 
And gild the landſcape, where my Clara ſtrays. 
Say, for thou ſeeſt, amidſt her native bow'rs, 
Bleſt ſource of light, how glide the harmleſs hours? 
In ſomething duteous, tender, good, and kind, 
Some taſk, they fly, that ſpeaks a poliſh*'d mind. 
Fain would I hope, as poets ſtill are vain, | 
She dwells with pleaſure on the enamour'd ſtrain, 
Where trembling fancy paints the ſoft alarms, 
A lover's madneſs, and a Clara's charms. 

Oh ſay the rhymes one tender thought engage, 
And ſoon the muſe ſhall feel a nobler rage; 

Wich eagle plume, ſome bold excurſion date; 


And fail, in glory, thro? the fields of air. 
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1 ſwear, by fore, my Clara's name ſhall live, 
If aupht in ſong may deathleſs being give; 
If numbers yet may fan the lover's ſighs, 
Or numbers yet impearl the beauteous eyes. — 
Tho? Orpheus fail'd, yet many a bard could fave 
The darling object, from the yawning grave. 
Nezra thus, and Delia“ live in ſong, 
Thus poliſh'd Cynthia + charms the letter'd throng, 
And Petrarch's laurel, þ ever green and bright, 
Defies the murky damps of ſtygian night. 
Enchanting maid, as flow'rs of Eden fair, 
And gay as ſummer ſuns, and bland as air, 
Happy thy kindred, happy are thy friends, 
Happy the ſervant that my love attends ; 
"Their golden hours in Clara's preſence fly, 
They feel the gladd ning ſunſhine of her eye; 
They, happy taſk, to ſerve or pleaſe her, toil ; 
And, happy prize, they gain her radiant ſmile. 
Happy the ruſtics, that inhabit round! 
They ſometimes ſee thee walk the flow ry ground. 
Happy the trees, that wave their friendly ſhade 


O'cr the light footſteps of my darling maid ! 
Nera and D ha celebrated by Tibullus. 


+ Cynthia the miilreſs of Propertius. 


} Petrarch is wonder fully fond of quibbling on the ſimilitude between 


Lauta and laurel. 
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And happy turf, by thoſe light footſteps preſt ! 
And happier flowrets that adorn thy breaſt ! 
But happy, happy, wanton breeze, that flies 


Io kits thy lips, thy breaſt, thy cheek, thine eyes !— 


Which wild deſire—but hallow'd awe reproves 
The fiercely trembling wiſh of him that loves. 


The muſe near Clara takes her ſilent ſtand, 
And ſees her circled by the friendly band. 
She ſits, their guardian goddeſs, and imparts 
A gladſome influence to their faithful hearts; 
With gentle act, or look, or ſmile, or ſong, 
The pride, the joy, the wonder of the throng. 
Howe'er the train in ſhows of love contend, 
Yet abſent, Clara, is thy fondeſt friend. 

Fond is a brother's, fond a ſiſter's love, 

And dear the cares that wakeful parents prove z 
Vet, neither brother's love, nor ſiſter's care, 
Nor wakeful parents can with mine compare. 
Not theirs the duty tremblingly alive, 

The watchful zeal ; the lover's feelings give ; 
Not theirs an eye, that reads the latent bents, 


Not theirs the hand, that ev'ry wiſh preveats. 


Say, does thy friend a tender thought employ, 
Or ſteal a moment froin the round of joy ? 
Will he not ſometimes crowd into thy breaſt, 


In abſence preſent, an unbidden gueſt ? 
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Oh were my heart before thee; could'ſt thou read 
Its inmoſt wiſhes, and behold it bleed; 
My Clara, ſure, would cold reſerve diſown, 


. * . 
And own her ſoul is mine, and mine alone. 


Say, does the ſemblance of her Edwin's face 
On Clara's boſom yet. retain a place ? 

Oh rather ſay, does Clara's love demand 

The faint memorial, of a painter's hand ? 

Say, doſt thou feel the taliſman tranſpire 

The ſubtle vapour of a fond deſire ? 

Doft thou the gold with eager kiſſes wear, 

Or dim the chryſtal, with a pcarly tear? 

Thy tears and kiſſes life and motion give, 

Th' awaken'd ſhadow ſeems to breathe and live; 

Promerhean heat thy radiant eyes impart, : 


It ſpeaks, it whiſpers, to thy flutt ring heart. 


& Hear, beauteous maid, the timid wiſh I bear, 
« The ſighs of Edwin, to thy gentle ear. 
* Say does thy heart retain the penſive youth, 
4 Whoſe only merit was his humble truth? | 
Oh could'ſt thou know, what parting tears he ſhed, 
« What ſpeechleſs bleſſings pour'd upon thy hee 
„Shall rival tongues prevail, with wily art, 
To rob thine Edwio, of his Clara's heart ? 


- 
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Forgive me, deareſt, if the jealous care 
Haunts, like a troubled ſprite, my diſtant fair, — 
The vaſt of nature only ſhews to me 
A ſingle object, and that object thee. 
A thouſand doubts, a thouſand phantoms riſe, | 
And much we fear for what we greatly prize. 
In ev'ry tongue, a rival's voice I hear, 
Ev'n in my ſhadow, I a rival fear. 


I know thee true, not thine the roving eye, 


Whoſe bright regards with cheap allurement fly ; 


But anxious love will fear, it knows not what, nor why. 
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YE wayward hours, on ſwifter pinions move x 
Oh bear me quickly to the land 1 love.— 

Hail, genial iſle, my parent country, hatl ! 

The ſtately mountains and the fertile vale, 

Dear ſcenes, that ſtill my buſy thoughts employ, 
Where hope, the flatt'rer, yet would promile joy ; 
Scenes of my infant truly bliſsful days, 

My long-loſt innocence, my childiſh plays ; 
There youthful friendſhips fill'd the void of mind, 
There, there I lov'd, and Clara there was kind; 
There firſt I learn'd to tune th unpoliſh'd lays, 
When Clara's tongue inflam'd with early praiſe. 
As radiant morning bids the bluſhing roſe, 

Its filken boſom to the day diſcloſe, | 

Her ſmiles awak'd the latent pow'rs of mind; 


And love my manners, and my muſe, refin'd. 
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Nor did 1 vainly love, the gen'rous heart 
Of Clara ſcorn'd diſguiſe and ſordid art. 
Not hers, to play with aching doubts and fears, 
Not hers to triumph in a lover's tears. 
At my approach, her kindling bluſhes glow'd, 
Her eyes were brighten'd, and her fancy flow'd. 
In crowded ſcenes ; her glances rang'd around, 
Uncertain, heedleſs till her love they found: 
When Edwin ſpoke, on him her eyes were bent, 
And when he ended, Clara ſmil'd aſſent. 
His loves and hates her partial fondneſs caught, 
And copied ev'n his phraſe, and turn of thought. 
Fool that I am, with vauntive tongue and loud 
vet Clara's love might make a monarch proud. 


Nor didft thou vainly love, o maid divine, 
Might humble Edwin's heart compare with thine. 
Two years are waſted, ſince within that heart 
There dwelt a wiſh where Clara had not part. 
Not for the world, for thee alone I ſung, 

I ſought no praiſes, but of Clara's tongue.— 
What wonders love within this boſom wrought, - 

| New-caſft the ſoul and moulded ev'ry thought. 
For Clara's ſake, I join'd the ſordid train, 
I bow'd th' indignant heart to guilty gain, 
Who free from love, had never ſought to roam 
Beyond the circle of a ſhepherd's home. 
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But all my humble hopes and cares conſin d 
Within the portion of the toiling hind. 


Ves, love the lover from his Clara tore, 
To court his fortune on a diſtant ſhore. 
Deſire and hope ſuſtain'd me by the hand, 
And fair before me ſpread a promis d land. 
Elyſian fields, where fancy joy d to roam, 
And revell'd in the dreams of good to come. 
With anguiſh Clara ſaw the youth depart; 
« And go, ſhe ſaid, preſerve the honeſt heart. 
« Thy Clara's ſorrows ſhall iu ſilence flow; 
J will not wound thee, with untimely woe. 
« On wiſhes feed, where fortune calls thee ſtray, 
% With love and Clara partners of thy way, 
This only caution from thy Clara hear, 
« My ſoul ſecurely ſcorns the jealous fear, 
Oh let not av'rice ſteel thy gentle breaſt, 
“Or ſeize the place thy Clara's form poſſeſt.“ 


Deep, deep engray'd thy gentle accents live; | 
And force and firmneſs to my virtue give. 
Hid, like a precious taliſman, they dwell 
To guard my boſom from its inmoſt cell. 
They bid me, conſcious of the ſacred fire, , 
Spurn the low purpgſe andthe baſe deſpe z 
For mighty love impreſt with magic pow ry. 7 
And grav'd the ſigil, in auſpicious hour. 
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Methinks, unſeen and airy agents bear 
My Clara's accents to my tingling ear. 
Methinks, I hear her ſoftly chide my ſtay ; 
„Come, Edwin, come; ah why this long delay?“ 


Throꝰ fields of air, if ſylphs and genii rove, 
And ſpeed benevolent the wiſh of love; 
On Clara, ſure, the gentle beings tend, 
They bid her ſighs the balmy gales aſcend, - 
Collect the wiſhes, catch the new-born thought, 
And ſeek the lover, with: their treaſures fraught, 


In ſacred trance, the bliſsful ſtores impart, . 
Extatic tumult burſting on the heart. 

Suffuſion mild, the phantoms of delight 

Now melt in air, now ſwim before my flight. : 


Oh may I ſoon- my abſent Clara find. 
Kind, gentle, true, like her within my mind; 
The glowing portrait wich my love compare, 
And find that fancy painted her leſs fair; 

In ev'ry glance, in ev' ry feature trace, 

The treaſur'd ſemblance of remember'd grace. 
No babbling tongue anticipate thine eyes; 
Or rob thine Edwin of the glad ſurpriſe, | 
With ſpeechleſs joy to ruſh upon his love, 
And ſeem ſome meſſenger, from heav'n above, 
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Uahop'd yet wiſh'd ; his Clara to ſurvey, 

Not ſad, but penſive ; happy, tho? not gay; 

On Edwin's portrait while ſhe feeds her eye, 
And heaves her boſom with a gentle ſigh ; 

Then ftrain, with eager claſp, her bluſhing charms, 
And fainting, breathleſs, fink into her arms. 


While crowding raptures ſcarce expreſſion find, 
And floods of bliſs intoxicate the mind, | 
Nor hours of gazing can the eye-balls tire, 

That meit and mingle in each other's fire; 
Impatience wild, with hurried accent, pours 
The ſweet account of all the ſever d hours; 

Of things moſt trivial, to thᷣ unhappy ſoul, 
Untouch'd, unbleſt, by love's divine controul. 
To us, how diffrent far; —what wiſhes thrill'd 
The ſeverd hearts, what care the moments fll'd ; 
What darling form the ſecret foul poſſeſt ; 

The rich unfoldings of the mutual breaſt. 


Vain hopes !—each day ſome diſappointment brings, 


Some baneful cloud on youthful pleaſure flings. 

I will not think it—but ſhould Clara change, 
And love or int'reſt tempt her foul to range; 
The faithful heart ſhall riſe to meet the blow, — 
One ſtab, one anguiſh, and a reſt from woe. 
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' WRITTEN IN THE COUNTRY, 


BEND to cke yoke, my proud, rebellious ſoul, 
Nor vainly ftrive, againſt the ſoft controul— 

The ſoft controul, that beauty's throne ſurrounds, 
That dwells in poliſh'd ſenſe, or tuneful ſounds. 


When chou wert firſt with notes melodious thrill'd, 


With airy forms and lofty notions fill'd, 

When fancy clear'd the viſual nerve, to trace, 
The lines of beauty and the forms of grace; 

Then wert thou fated by the pow'rs above, 

To ſigh for woman, and to live for love; 

Part of my being, with my heart-ſtrings twin'd, 
Inſtinctive ardor fill'd my feeling mind. 

Is it for thee her rigours to decline? 

When Mira frowns—ſhall haughey looks be mine? 
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Vain my reſentment—and my flight as vain, 
Her form purſues me to the diſtant plain 
Oh ſooner ſhall the moth, revengeful, aim, 
Scorch'd as he is, to ſhun the taper's flame.— 
Bright eyes, and graceful locks, and radiant ſmiles, 


And hope, the flatt'rer, that my heart beguiles, 
Awhile ſeem'd baniſh'd; but with force combin'd, 


And ſtrength renew d, they burſt upon my mind: 


Strong as the tide, returting o'er the ſand ; 
Devours the beach and rolls along the land; 

I muſt ſubmit, and ſhould the vengeful fair 
The keeneſt tortures of her ſcorn prepare, 
No more reſentment the ſubmiſſive thrall, 
With humbled ſpirit muſt endure them all, 

I would not, Mira, if I could, be free, 
Life were not life, depriv'd of love and thee 
Unus'd to bondage, when th' indignant ſlave 
Flies to the mountains, or the ſavage cave, 
Alternate ills his ſinking ſoul affright, 


| Famine, by day, devouring beaſts, by night; 


Subdu'd, at length, he quits the wild retreat, 


Jo fall, ſubmiſlive, at his maſter's feet; 


With ſpirit humbled, he no more complains, 

But woos his labours and demands his chains. 
Nine weary months, my conſtant truth have prov'd,. 
And abſence only told how much I lov'd z 
Wiſdom is try'd, by fortune's wanton ſmiles, 


And, courage in the ſcene of martial toils, 
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Their faith, by torments, Chriſtian heroes prove, 
But abſence is the teſt of faithful love 
If vig'rous love can, unabated, live, 
When looks and ſmiles their food no longer give, 
And people earth, and fill the void of air, | 
With forms ideal of the diſtant fair. 
Fancy that laughs at reaſon's grave controul, 
dd veers th unſteady balance of the ſoul, 
Aſſid vous hand-maid, that attends deſire, 
With fond remembrances, to feed his fire, 
To vex my anxious heart, with new alarms, 
Recalls thine accents and pourtrays thy charms ; 
And, now, with ſmiles, thy radiant brow adorns, 


Now, tears and mads me, with imagin'd ſcorns.— 


If chance the circling bowl, and converſe free, 
And mirth and muſic ſteal my thoughts from thee, 
My tyrant ſoon reſumes her high controul, 

And chides the treaſon of my wand'ring ſoul ; 

I ſtart, diſdainful of the noiſy train, 

And ſeek, with hurry'd ſteps, the diſtant plain 

I rove, where lawns are whiten'd o'er with ſheep, 
Or penſile woods ſlope gently to the deep; 

In ſtate majeſtic, where the river glides, 

And proudly ſwells with tributary tides z 


There, as I range, thy flitting form I ſee, 


In broken ravings I converſe with thee, 


I ſee thee, in a thouſand ſhapes appear, 


And now the form of huntreſs Dian wear, 
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With bow and quiver, ſylyan nymphs around, 

The woods and vallies, with the chace, reſound; 

Now like a virgin of th' Aonian throng, 

I woo thine aid to modulate the ſoog ; 

And now, the god of day, his ardent eyes 

On Mira bends, and ſhe like Daphne flies. — 

With what remorſe, I view the period paſt, 

And count the moments, that have run to waſte ; | 
The precious hours, that 1 from Mira ſtole, 

To languor giv'n and bitterneſs of ſoul ; 

How has my ſpirit, while from thee I fled, 

On the poor huſks, of yulgar converle fed ! 

Wilt thou receive the prodigal, my fair, 

And heal his wounds, with ſmiles; and calm his care ? 
Wilt thou forgive his ſullen wayward flight, 

Who loy'd thee moſt, when moſt he ſhun'd thy ſight ? 
Diſtracted love, ſince eldeſt time began, 

Still haſt thou been the paradox of man; 

Love bids a thouſand trifles, light as air, 
Weigh down the heart, and fink it in deſpair, 
Love breeds reproach, repinings, and debate; 

Flies the loy'd object; takes the form of hate; 
Rage, envy, jealouſy, the thirſt of gain, | 
Revenge, ſuſpicion, coldneſs and diſdain, — 

Theſe odious vizors ſkall averſion move ; 

While the poor tortur'd heart is wrung with love.— 
Now, let me take that fooliſh heart to taſk ; 

And ftrip my wiſhes of th' illufive waſk, 
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That vain ſelf- love, with magic hand, ſupplies, 
To hide their impotence from reaſon's eyes. 
Do proſp'rous omens guide the daring aim, 
Or Mira ſmile propitious to thy flame ?— 
I vill not think to · morrow with its care, 
Will ſurely come; and then, its rage I dare; 
Meantime, let paſſion breathe th' aſpiring gale, - 
And ſighs tumultuous fill the ſpreading fail ; 
To beauty's coaſt my little bark 1 ſteer, 
And votive verſe to Venus? altar bear; 
Let Mira's charms, with high meridian pow'r, 
Shine on my ſoul and gild the preſent hour ; 
Let me behold her, let my famiſh'd ſight 
Devour her form and ſicken with delight; 
Let her ſoft accents kindling tumult raiſe, 
Thoſe accents ſweeter than the voice of praiſe ; 
The gentle ſounds that taſte and wit diſpenſe, 
While charms of reaſon heighten thoſe of ſenſe. 
What added joys what bleſſings may be mine, 
Jo love, and Mira, ſhall my ſoul reſign ; 
Nor ſeek to pierce, with raſh, irrev'rent eye, 
The facred clouds, that on the future lie, | 2 
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ELEGY Tar EIGHTH. 


@CCASIONED BY A LADY'S DESIRING THE AUTHOR TO ADDRESS 


SOME VERSES TO HER. 


WHILE gainful ſtudies fill the void of time, 
And ſober int'reſt bids adieu to rhyme, 
Doom'd to the mine, from pits obſcure, I draw 
The coſtly treaſures of myſterious lav, NB 
Where ſenſe lies buried, in the droſs profound 
Of vain diſtinctions hid, and barb'rous ſound z 
And mighty minds, to puny aims confin'd, 
Like the ſtrong Danite in a priſon grind ; 
*Midft the loud labours of the wordy war, 

The venal clamours, of the brawling bar, 
What ſudden glory gilds the darkling hour! 

I feel—I feel thee—beauty's myſtic pow'r ! 
Ne'er ſhall my ſoul thy gentle ſway refuſe, 

Ne'er ſhall thine influence want my ready muſe: 


we 

| Awhile forgive me, ſacred thirſt of gain, 
Miranda calls me from the toiling train; 
Again to bathe my thirſty lip, ſhe brings 

The ſparkling cryſtal from caſtalian ſprings : 
And now, ſhe takes my long-forgotten lyre, 
Explores each ſtop, and tunes the golden wire; 
Say ſhall my lyre fo bright a theme refuſe, 

The faireſt ſubject for the happieſt muſe ? 

The looks, the ſmiles refuſe, that might reward 
The heav'n- taught deſcant of a royal bard ; 
Hear me not, prudence, while the truant ſong 
Again enrolls me, with the rhyming throng ; 
One votive ſtrain, ye tuneful maids, impart, 
One farewell leſſon of your magic art; 
The magic art, that fairy ſcenes diſplay d, 

In airy pomp the ſylphid forms array d, 
And fancy's children born of plaſtic mind, 


Sweet ſportive elves, in laughing groupes combin d: 
Then be your books, like Proſper's volumes drown'd, _ 


And broke the wand, that call'd illuſions round. 


And yet—how raſh, to ſing Miranda's charms ; 
My heart, my fooliſh heart may feel th alarm 
Of vain deſire — and Clara's image fade, 

And fade the faith I plighted to her ſhade. 
Too well my ſoul the pow'r of beauty knows, 
Within my veins no temp'rate current flows ; 
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The muſe's boon may prove a poiſon'd dart, 
My rhymes a ſnare to catch the poet's heart. 
Can I, ev'n I, with cold indiff*rence ſee, 
Arm'd as I am in love of liberty, 
The radiant face, that mocks the painter's ſkill, 
The beaming eyes that lambent lightnings fill, 
The form encircled with etherial fire, 
That ſpeaks enchantment and that breathes deſire. 
But when the ſoft warm coral opes, and ſhows 
The beauteous iv'ry, plac'd in even rows; 
When ſoft perſuaſion ſeraph finiles diſpenſe, 
And ſounds melodious heighten polifh'd ſenſe ; 
What active thought can fly the bland contraul, 
What icy armour can ſecure the ſoul ? 


But friendſhip pours no panegyric lays, 
And ſenſe, like thine, requires no vulgar praiſe : 
Around thy form, what loves and graces ſtray, 
Baſk in thy fmiles, and thro” thy treſſes play, 
Thy glaſs can tell, — and tell a thouſand times, 
In livelier tones than all a poet's rhymes. 
Spontaneous, pure, meand”ring from the heart, 
Flows the free ſtrain, that friendly thoughts impart, 
While adulation, with fantaſtic fkill, 
In ſounding jetties waſtes the tortur'd rill, 
Gentle and ſoſt within its bank it flows, 
To bathe the violet and refreſh the roſe ; 
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Sudden and fierce, to ravage and de vour 


* +. Us 
— 24 fe 
by 


- % N 
REY 1 


Burſts the wild ſtream impetuous wiſhes pour. 


ee * 
— 
2 — 


Extremes alike my tempꝰ rate verſe diſclaims, 
The flatt'rer's coldneſs, and the lover's flames; 
Careleſs and void of ſelfiſh art it bears 
My friendly wiſhes to Miranda's ears 
May all her days in tranquil pleaſures roll, 
Bright as her eyes, and gentle as her ſoul ; 
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Or keen ingratitude her peace invade; 
Nor, late repentant, let her feeling mind 
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The gloomy tyrant in the lover find: 

But when that day, which ladies wiſh, yet fear, 
To Hymen's altar ſhall his vot'ry bear, 
May love propitious lead ſome gentle youth, 
Adorn'd with virtues, and infpir'd with truth, 
Thy form ſhall ev'ry where adorers find— 
But ſenſe be his, to prize thy poliſh'd mind; 
Nor may the graces their bright gifts withhold 
Nor fate refuſe that uſeful miſchief—gold. — 
That cauſe and inſtrument of thouſand crimes 
Is virtue's guard in theſe degen'rate times. 


ELEGY rut NINTH. 


Wrru placid march the ſſeepy river flows, 

And cots, and herds, and groves its mirror ſhows z 
It ſees with rev'rence, on its verdant fide, 

Eliza's dwelling riſe in gothic pride. 

With trembling pace how oft my eager feet 

Have trac'd the woods that gird the gloomy ſeat ? 
Spite of myſelf, by magic influence drawn, 

For weary hours I watch'd the ling'ring dawn ; 
And oft invok'd, yet fear'd, the morning light, 
That gave her beauties to my dazzled ſight. 


All, all che vital energies confin'd— 
One darling object fills my brooding mind; 
To naught beſide my thoughts and organs free, 
The charms of nature are not charms for me; 


335 | 
The goods of heav'n——alas ! they only teach 
The want of bleſſings I muſt never reach: 
Fond of my bane, afickly joy I prove 
To feed my full-ſwoln heart with draughts of love.— 


Oh ſeldom ſcen! and then with trembling view'd ! 


With humble zeal and hallow'd awe purſu'd ! 
Proſtrate I bend, while thou art thron'd on high; 
| Thy heav'nly luſtre wounds my feeble eye: 
Rev'rent and ſeldom, thus, with trembling pace; 
The hebrew pontiff ſought the holy place; 

Once in the year unveil'd the myſtic ſhrine, 

And caught, with rapt'rous glance, the beam divine; 
Ador'd the bright effulgence, and retir'd ; : | 
Then, diſtant, worſhipp'd, with th' idea fir'd, 

In ſilent raptures breath'd an holy flame, 

For pious awe ſuppreſt the maker's name : 
Myſterious word ! with awe by cherubs ſung ! 

Too high, too holy for a mortal tongue. 

And I | 
An earthly with a heav'nly love compare 
No—never ſhall my voice or rhymes impart 

The mighty ſecret of th? adoring heart. 

What glorious form attracts my longing eyes 4 
What fruitleſs wiſhes prompt th* unwearied ſighs ? 
And yet, tis vain—for in my verſe pourtray d 
Lives the bright image of the worſhipp'd maid ; 


if weak and wretched man may dare 
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Such beams, as ne'er round other woman ſhone, 


Senſe, virtues, beauty join'd, in her alone. 
Oh faireſt, brighteſt ! vainly would my flames 
Conceal their object under borrow'd names: 
Who can, like thee, poetic rage inſpire, 
Exalt with wonder, and to frenzy fire 
Each feeling heart ! In thee ſhall Clara end 
Th' ennobled nature, and the poliſh'd mind; 
The gen'rous purpoſe of th' angelic breaſt, 
In ſofteſt ſounds and apteſt phraſe expreſt ; 
The radiant face, that mocks the painter's art, 
The dove- like eyes, that peaceful lightnings dart. 


Ye gentle ſpirits, ſhould th- enamour'd lay 
With feeble ſtrokes the ſecret heart pourtray; 
Forbear to publiſh what ye find reveal'd, | 
The myſtic truth, from vulgar ſouls conceal'd: 
Spare me from inſults of the ſordid train, 
Eliza's boſom from a needleſs pain : 
Forbid it, heav'n, the common herd ſhould dare 
With tongues unhallow'd but to name my fair, 
My ſoul abhors the groveling, ſordid band, 
That mock the love they cannot underſtand ; 
Unfeeling world ! thy ſelfiſh ſons deride 
Love's gen'rous woes, and agonizing pride. 


To future maidens, that ſhall join their tears, 
Should theſe poor ftrains ſurvive in other years, 
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And ſure they may from all devouring time, 
The queen of love may ſnatch the votive rhyme, 
And o'er her bard the radiant cloud expand | 
That veil'd ZEneas from the Grecian's hand. * 
And fruſtrate death, that his all-conquering blow 
Shall lay the man, but not the poet, low, 
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Warm from the ſoul, my numbers ſhall impart 
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Love's puiſſant empire o'er the feeling heart; 
What heights he ſoars, with beam celeſtial fir'd, 
Where never wiſhes, neyer hopes aſpir'd ; 


aaa; 
robs 


PP 
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And yet, how low, by ſtrange deſpotic law, 
He bends, in humble fear, and hallow'd awe. 


Eliza, can thine high- born worth deſcend 


To view the lover in thine humble friend 3 


The thought almoſt a ſacrilege appears, 

Yet hope will ſometimes blaze, thro' gloomy fears; 
To heav'n of heav'ns will waft the madding ſoul, 
And feaſt on future good without controul. 


Ere to the ſtars my weary foul return, 
And this poor frame is clos'd within the urn ; 
May yet Eliza with compaſſion melt, 

Be years of bliſs in one ſhort moment felt. 


In night's dark zenith let my ſpirit prove, 


The ſacred day- ſpring of propitious love; 


Diomede.—See Homer's lliad, book V. 
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Around us be the ſhades impervious drawn, | | / 
Night, night eternal, guiltleſs of a dawn. 


Oh! let me claſp thee with impetuous twine, 

And ſhoot my ſpirit forth to mix with thine. 

But no—this tortur'd ſoul ſhall paſs away, | 
And flocks and herds ſhall ſpurn my breathleſs clay: 
Ere thou relent, yet thou ſhalt feel to late, 

This heart was worthy of a milder fate ; 

And ſighing ſay, with fruitleſs pity mov'd, 
He had ſome merit, for he truly lov'd. 
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WHERE doſt thou rove, Lavinia ?—be the ground, 
Where'er you tread, with greeneſt herbage crown'd. 
May nature there thy gladden'd ſenſes greet, 

Mild as thy looks, and as thy temper ſweet. 

May guardian ſpirits there their wings extend, 

May choiceſt bleſſings on thy head deſcend. 

And ſay, Lavinia, lovelieſt, beſt beloy'd, 

Canſt thou forget the happineſs we prov'd ; 

What pleaſing cares deceiv'd the lapſe of time 
When vernal paſſion dawn'd in roſy prime; 
How youth and love their charming follies plan d, 
And days, like moments, fled at thy command ; 
Yet, ere they fled, would wave the dewy wing, 


And o'er our heads a veil of gladneſs-fling ; 
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The. walks, the rides, the converſe void of art, 


Eliſ 


Or vile reſerve, and pregnant all with heart; | Wh 
The ſoft low whiſp'ring, ſtol'n amidſt the crowd, Of « 
While thoughtleſs eaſe and revel mirth were loud; In nc 
Eiernal bleſſings crown the choſen hour, By 
That led my ſteps to Clermont's friendly bow'r ; Throy 
And joy and gladneſs mark the circling day, Wher 
That bound me captive of thy gentle ſway ! When 
As fond remembrance on each moment dwells, My fri 
Ecftatic tumult in my boſom ſwells. Dearer 
Ciunſt thou forget ?—for me, while ſenſe remains, Never f 
And life's warm currents tremble thro” my veins.— A tune 
My kindling cheeks the big emotion own'd, T kneel? 
My burning eyes, now rang'd along the ground, And po 
And now, by ſtealth, their coward glance they threw, Bede w/ 
And ſnatch'd with timid haſte a tranſient view And the 
Then, o'er my face the deep ſuffuſion ſpread, Koning 
And own'd their wand'rings, in a double red. — 
When round thy waſte my arm advent'rous ſtole, li. 
Heav'ns, how the preſſure tiagled to my ſoul! The kind 
In each ſhort pant, my heart unſeated came, 1 Tos 
My breath, methought, was turn'd to living flame. k 
. | 1 . , Farewell ; 
Thy lighteſt accent was not breath'd in vain.; ws ahi 
Here, ever, ever, ſhall the ſound remain : | 
| As only the 


Nor vainly did thine eyes their glances dart, 


£ j Love, jealc 
Deep are they hoarded in a faithful heart, 


Nor ſtoops ; 
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Eliſian hours! how well might each repay - 
Whole years of exile from the face of day, 
Of chains, and penury, of "whips, and carp, 
In noiſome dungeons, or in wilds forlorn! 


But, firſt and chief be that. bigh. moment plac'd, 
Thron'd in my ſoul, with hallow'd rev'rence grac'd, 
When the dear maid each jealous fear remoy'd, 
When firſt her gen'rous tongue confeſs'd ſhe loy'd. 
My friend, my love, my ſiſter, and my wife, 
Dearer a thouſand, thouſand, times than life ; 

Never 'till then had I been fully bleſt ; 

A trance divine my fainting ſoul poſſeſt, 

I kneel'd before thee, fed my ſwimming eyes, 
And pour'd th' impaſlion'd heart in ſtormy ſighs, 
Bedew'd thy hand with floods of briny rain, 
And then, with kiſſes dry'd thy hand again; 
Oppreſlive rapture ſought that kind relief, 

My love too wept, but not with tears of grief ; 
Blent, like the love that in our boſom glow'd, 
The kindred tears in bliſsful union flow'd. 


Farewell, my love, but ſure, not long to part ; 
Farewell; preſerve me, in thy gentle heart. 
Wilt thou not all thy heart to me reſign, 

As only thou art fix'd and thron'd in mine, 
Love, jealous love, contemns a partial flame, 


Nor ſtoops a partnerſhip of ſoul to claim. 
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Pure and unmix'd his high-born flames aſcend, 
To light one only breaft, one only friend. 
The darling object all the world muſt prove, 
Concentred univerſe, to thoſe that love. 
Thy laggard ſoul if foreign ties retain, _. 
Oh little haſt thou known loye's mighty reign. 
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ELEGY ru ELEVENTH. 


A FRAGMENT. 


AWAKE, fad muſe, thy ſong in ſorrow ſteep, 

And waft thine off ring o'er the toiling deep 

O'er the proud cliff, and deep-reſounding ſhore, 

And cultur'd plain, Miranda's flight explore. 

Bedew the ground with Edwin's hoarded tears ; 

Collect his ſighs, and pour them on her ears. a a 
With faithful ſtrokes, thy pencil ſhall pourtray 

Th' eternal pangs, that wear my ſoul away, 

Involve the noon-tide hour in ſtygian gloom, 

And weigh me down, to find th' untimely tomb. 


Yes, beauteous foe, come, feaſt thy cruel eyes 
With murd'rous pangs, thy cruel ear with ſighs ; 


344 
Behold the breaſt, where adverſe feelings jar, 


Confus'd and wild, in elemental war. 

Thy fatal pride has knit the galling chain, 
I fink, the victim of thy fell diſdain. 

Fool that I was ! Oh moſt unhappy hour ! 
Deluſive hope 1 to fly Miranda's pow'r ! 


Vain, vain attempt, to rive the bonds of ſteel ! 
My pangs are doubled, and my bonds I feel. 


Deceiy'd deceiver, a fond heart to wrong! 
How did my ſoul belie the guilty tongue 
How did my guilty tongue prophane the ſound, 
Of ſacred force, that ties eternal bound! 
I may not think, o ſtate moſt dire and ſtrange ; 
No more, my thoughts, thro” paſt or future range; 
I am not free, to pour the plaintive rhyme, 
My ſenſe is fetter'd, and my wiſh a crime; 
Hopes, wiſhes, duties, chaos all and ſtrife ! 
New claims, new intereſts, riſe to cloud my life. 
I cannot love, and yet, I muſt not hate 
The wretched partner of my future fate. 
I ought to love her, were my ſpirit free, 
Hers all the kindneſs, that I ſought in thee. 
Ah, what avails it? kindneſs fails to move, 
Or wakes remorſe, when it ſhould kindle love. 


Nor ſmiles, nor ſoothing words, my woe controul, 


Nor bland attentions charm th' embitter'd ſoul. 


= 
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Unfelt the looks, that ſoft contagion dart, 
Unmark'd the ſighs, that watt th' expanſive heart; 
In vain, may love each tender wile employ, 


It wins no ſympathy, it wakes no Joy. 

With pow'r divine thine image fills my breaft, 
No room is there, for any ſecond gueſt 3 

Tho? years elapſe, and toiling ſeas divide, 
Thy charms unrivall'd o'er my ſoul preſide. 

Nor light nor heat from thee, my ruling ſtar, 
Chears my ſad heart, for thou art diſtant far. 
I feel thy pow'r, yet mourn thine abſent rays, - 
It rules, but chears not, my diſaſtrous days. 


Spirit of Petrarch, if, with piercing ken, 

The ſainted ſpirits view the ways of men, 

Look down on me, ſeraphic ſhade, look down, 
The mighty rival of thy paſſion own, 
Thy ſtormy wiſhes, and thy hopeleſs flame, 
Thy hallow'd rev'rence, but a brighter dame. 
The Sorgue, embitter'd by thy ſorrows, flow'd, 
And heard thee curſe the being heav'n beſtow d 
Oft to the mountains, that Valcluſa bound, 
Oft to the ſwains he heard thy ſighs reſound, 
And grot o'er- arching, where the naiads bide, 
And cool and ſtill his ſever'd waters glide z 
And I have mourn'd along the ſoundiog ſhore, - 
And ſigh'd in cadence to the billow's roar ; 
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Eblana's hills receiy'd the doleful ſtrain, 

And Anna's naiads bore it to the main. gn. 
But now, the day-ſpring of eternal reſt | 

Tn mild ſuffuſion ruſhes o'er thy breaſt ; 

Enthron d in light amidſt the bleſt above, 

With equal fires thy Laura meets thy love, 


Seraphic bands, thy ſiſter, and thy bride, 
Thy pangs forgotten, and thy ſorrows dry'd; 
No pride affected there, no female art, ] 
No ſtudied lights, to wring the doating heart. 4 
I doom'd to life, with unremitting care, 1 
Promote the happineſs, I may not ſhare; 
My being waſte in many an humble aim, 
Subdue to ſordid cares th' etherial flame, 
Conceal my pangs, repreſs the burſting ſigh, n 
And teach th' unpraQtis'd tongue an honeſt lie. 6 
Let me not think, —oh proſpect of diſmay ! 1 
Eſſential gloom, without an hope of day ! 1 
All I behold, or hear, or thiak; but prove by 
How wretched life, depriv'd of her we love, nm 
Yet, will I bleſs the happy fatal hour, 5 
That made me victim of Miranda's pow'r. 1 
Her virtuous influence wak d the noble aim, Ar 
Taught me to labour up the ſteep of fame, Ye 
From vulgar joys th' ennobled ſenſe refin'd, For 
; From ſelfiſh thought recall'd th' indignant mind. Le! 
Where love's high altar flames amidſt the ſkies, a | 
he 


Wich various hue, the ſever'd flames ariſe, 
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And ſey'ral pow'rs ; that to the kindling heart, 
Imparted rays may various love impart 5 _ 
One, quick and ruddy, like the lightning's blaze, 
To vulgar hearts the ſenſual flame conveys ; 
Mild, ſteady, light, all glorious in its hue, 
Burns the twin flame with bright celeftial blue, 
Unlike to aught on earth, and found alone 

In living ſapphire of th” eternal throne, 

And ſparks from thence diffuſe a gen'rous love, 


Pure as the flames that warm the bleſt above. 


* * * ” * 


O morn, to me unwelcome are thy beams; 
Wirh vain regrets they teem, and idle ſchemes 
Each hour its cloud on youth's gay viſion flings, 
Each hour its portion of vexation brings; 

I learn from years of labour, hope, and pain, 
That human labours, human hopes are vain, 
Poor fev'riſh being, tending to the tomb, 

I count the moments of the weary gloom. 
Long are the darkſome hours of toil and ſtrife, 
And flow the dawning of a better life. 

Yet, let me calmly the diſeaſe endure ; 

For ſure tho? ling'ring is the fatal cure. 

Let every morn ſome darling hope confound, 
Or daſh ſome air-built fabric to the ground ; 
The riſing ſorrows, while they wound my breaſt, 
Will bear me onward to the place of reſt. 
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As the Iorn pilgrim, o'er the lybian waſte, 
Thro” riſing terrors points his trembling haſte ; 
The foes of being on his footſteps wait; 
The burning deſart teems around with fate ; 
The thirſty ſand each child of venom bears, 
And, as he moves, new hiſſings ſtun his ears; 
New monſters wander, with unwonted cries 
New forms of death, at ev'ry ſtep, ariſe. 
Thro' life while honeſt inexperience ſtrays, 
And ev'ry hour new villainy diſplays, 
She trembling finds, where'er her ſteps are borne, 
The fond believing heart with anguiſh torn, 
New ftrength of venom in the ſland'rous tongue, 
New flights of eunning, and new forms of wrong; 
Ev'n there, where friendſhip lays her down to reſt, 
She finds the ſtings of falſhood in her breaſt, 
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DIFFIDENT LOVE R. 


THOU know'ſt my love, altho' I never ſpoke ; 
Vet fear not, Clara, leſt thou ſhould'ſt know more. 
At awful diſtance will I bear the yoke, 
My filent zeal ſhall tremble and adore. 
For well I know, thy gentle heart *twould pain, 
Should I compel thee to a juſt diſdain. 


I will not tell e'en paper thou art fair, 

Nor ſhall a fonnet in thy praiſe be penn'd, 

Nor breathe thy name ev'n to the midnight air, 
Nor truſt my paſſion to my deareſt friend. 
Exalted high-born flames, like mine, reprove 
The rude expreſſions of preſumptuous love. 
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TI mix in life, and labour to ſeem free, 
With common perſons pleas'd and common things; 
While ev'ry thought and action tends to thee, 
And ev'ry impulſe from thy influence ſprings. 
Thus, ſtars that ſeem at idle random hurl'd, 
With ſecret duty, tend a viewleſs world. 


Within my breaſt, which for its ſecret ſhrine, 
Thy heavenly preſence guards and conſecrates 
Thine image, veil'd from ev'ry eye but mine, 
Revolving fate, and better hours awaits; 

When fortune's ſmile ſhall with my wiſhes meet, 
And bid me pour my off rings at thy feet. | 


Conceal'd within my proud diſdainful ſoul, 
Like veſtal fire, the haughty flame ſhall live: 
And er'y little ſordid wiſh controul, | 
And worth and virtue to my nature give; 
A ſecret ornament, an inward grace, 

To prove my paſhon of celeſtial race. 


Or, like a treaſure, ſhall my paſſion lie, 
For ever hoarded with a miſer's care, | 
I will not ſpend a mite in voice or eye, 
But hide it e en from day- light and from air, 
While oft, my ſoul within herſelf retires, 
And counts, with ſwelling pride, her rich deſires. 
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RESOLUTION. 


DEsPONDING youth, let hope thy cares beguile; 
And learn to dreſs thine idol in a ſmile. 

Muſt thy religion wear this ſullen air! 

Ah muſt thou worſhip till, with trembling and deſpair ! 


For thee, poor bigot, not a comfort ſprings ! 
Nor promis'd pleaſures wave th' angelic wings. 
But boldly ſpeak, nor ſilent thus deplore ; 


Her certain ſcorn and hate can ſcarce abaſe thee more. 


Are not her ſmiles, like common gifts of heav'n, 


To ſtranger crowds, and ev'n her menials giv'n ? 


Demand her ſmiles—'tis no irrev'rent pray'r— 


As men the common gifts of water, light and air. 
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To others common gifts but ah! to thee, 
A ſmile were rich and ſpeechleſs ecſtaſy. 
Mere common light, to us, the ſunbeams ſhine ; 
The Perſian hails his God, and glows with love divine. 


Demand her ſmiles ; thy pay, thy purchas'd right; 
For days of anguiſh, and the ſleepleſs night; 
For int'reſt flighted, the neglected mind, 

And vaniſh'd hours, that left no trace of good behind, 


For burning jealouſies, and bitter fears; 

For ſtorms of ſighs, and floods of ſcalding tears; 
For plaints ſuppreſt, and eyes forbid to rove; 

And thouſand vain attempts to hide thy fooliſh love. 


For years, in raving, rhyming, frenzy paſt ? 1 
For all thy little talents run to waſte ; _ 0 
For wilder'd wiſhes, and for waking dreams, = 
That blaſt thy youthful years and mar thy faireſt ſchemes, 5 
For this fond boſom, that would pour its blood, Tt 
Nor knows a wiſh but for my Clara's good ; 

This ſoul, to her with ſuch devotion giv'n, To 
Her ſmiles might lure it back, tho? ſeraphs call'd from heav'n. He 
What ſtronger zeal in bigot heart can live? An 
What purer off' rings can a god receive? | | She 
Say, ſhall not theſe one gentle ſmile obtain ? To 


Then die—and dying hope, at leaſt a tear to gain. 


THE 


BOUQUET vo CLARA. 


TRE moving orbs of living ſnows—. 
I faw them fink, 1 ſaw them ſwell, 
As if, to meet the touch, they roſe, 
Or panted for a voice, to tell 

What kind and tender thoughts poſſeſt 
The gentle heart within thy breaſt. 


To deck that manſion of delight, 
Her painted treaſures Flora ſpread ; 
And ſome were clad in virgin white 
And ſome in ſweet and modeſt red. 
She vainly hop'd, her balmy ſtore 
To thee might add a charm the more. 
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I ſaw the Graces round thee ſtand, 
And cull the flow'rs, with curious art, 
Contraſt the hues, with cunning hand, 
And place their off ring, next thy heart. 
One myrtle branch, the flow'rs above, 
Adorn'd thy breaſt—a type of love. 


The flow'rs were worn, the flow'rs decay'd, 


A little hour their life confines, 

Not ev'n thy balmy breath can aid, 
But each its languid head declines. 
Unfading, vig'rous, bright, and green, 
The myrtle, on thy breaſt, was ſeen. 


The pleaſures, like theſe flow'rs, my fair, 
That on our other paſſions wait, 

Are worn, and quickly fade to care; 
Are frail, and of uncertain date; 

But myrtle- like, all freſh and green, 


The joys of love are ever ſeen. 
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ADDRESS TO Tu STARS. 


YE ſtars, with chaſte and ſacred light, 
Like Clara pure, like Clara bright, 
Whoſe modeſt beams, like her retire, 
And veil in night the beauteous fire, 

Not ev'ry eye, not ev'ry mind, 

Can trace your path, your order find; 
Can tell the ſphere wherein ye roll, 
Wherein ye circle round the pole. 

The unletter d crowd ſhall coldly gaze; 
And nothing but your ſplendor praiſe. 


With graceſul eaſe when Clara moves, 
And ſmiles and looks a thouſand loves; 
The vulgar throng ſhall only prize 

The beauteous form, the radiant eyes.— 
No, Clara, no—the ſlaves of gain, 

Th' unfeeling, ſelfiſh, ſordid train, 

Can ne'er thy worth, thy beauty ſee ; | 
Muſt ne'er aſpire to loving thee. 

Thy ſparkling wit, thy poliſh'd ſenſe, 
Thy native artleſs eloquence— 

Theſe are not charms, by heav'n deſign'd, | 


To captivate a common mind. 
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CLARA's RESEMBLANCE. ons 

| Fron 

Roun 

| | Play: 
TELL. me, faireſt, tell me true, by Or h 
Whence thoſe eyes of radiant blue | Or lo 
From the humble dye that dwells, No— 
In the violet's lowly bells ? Trem 
From the ſky that zephyr cleaves ? Plyin 
From the web that Pallas weaves ? Soft i 
No—their hue full well I know, Inſpir 
In the ſteel of Cupid's bow. Waki 
Azure, ſhining, like thine eyes, _ 
Where'er it. bends an arrow flies. Dic 
With 

Whence, o whence, their living light, Or in 
Gently piercing, purely bright ? um 
Not from ſun, or ſtarry chours ; Did n 
How | 


Thoſe are groſs and vulgar fires, 
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| Sacred flame, the parent rays 
On Venus? paphian altar blaze; 
Or in Hymen's myrtle torch, 
Gently light the nuptial porch. 


Tell me, whence thy treſſes hold, 
Ductile ſtreams of waving gold 
What chymic ſkill, what teeming mines, 
Lend the ore? and who refines? _ 
Tell me—is their luſtre drawn, 

From the yellow light of dawn, 

Round Aurora's head that beams, 

Plays and curls along the ſtreams ; 

Or hides among th' enamour'd trees, 

Or loves to thrid the vernal breeze ? 

No from fine and ſubtle wires, ; 
Trembling on the muſes lyres, 

Plying, undulating, bright, 


Soft inflection, various light; 
Inſpiration to the throng, 
Waking love, and waking ſong. 


Did thy bluſh—my Clara tell, 
With the orient morning dwell ? 
Or in amaranthine flow'rs, - 
Blooming round the ſtarry bow'rs ? 
Did nature there Pomona teach, 

How to tinge the ripen'd peach ? 
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There was Flora's pencil try' d, 
When the roſy bud ſhe dy'd? 
No—in Venus” cheek it glows, 
Smiling, bluſhing thee, ſhe roſe 
Graceful, from the foamy tides, 
There it ſpeaks, and there it bides, 
Humble pride of conſcious charms, 
Wiſhing, fearing, ſoft alarms. | 


Whence, the whiteneſs of thy breaſt, 
Dear diſturber of my reſt ? 
Does it ſnow, or parian ſtone, 
Lenders of that whiteneſs own ? 
Or the fleecy cloud that plays, 
Borne on zephyr's wing, that ſtrays ? 
No—'tis ſofter, whiter, than 
Flcece of lamb, or down of ſwan. 
Tis the plume of Venus? dove, 
Firſt, 'twas pluck'd by little love ; 
Softcſt plumage of the breaſt, 
Pluck'd to line his infant neft. 
Fragrant, ſnowy-white, and warm, 
It kept the little god from harm. 
Thee to grace, by fav'ring heay'n, 
From the downy cradle giv'n, 
Warm and bright the plumage came; 


Soft, thy gentle breaſt to frame, 
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There, on beds of whiteſt roſes, 
There, the god of love repoſes; 
There, he baſks ; and there he lies, 
Spreading ſnares, for youthful eyes. 


Whence, o whence, the living grace, 
Not confin'd to ſhape or face ? 
Wand'ring, playing, here and there, 
In ev'ry ſtep, in ev'ry air ; 

Meteor charm, a roving fire, 
Waking kindling fond deſire; 

To ev'ry organ, ev'ry ſenſe, 

Gleams the quick intelligence ; 
Thro' lips and fingers, ears and eyes, 
Bids the gentle madneſs riſe. 

*Tis not, from the Graces three, 
In thee, a thouſand, thouſand be. 
No, around thy tender breaſt, 
Venus girt her magic ceſt. 

Thence, the pow'r of pleaſing flows; 
Thence, the nameleſs beauty roſe ; 
Thence, the filent voice of eyes, 


Eloquence, in ſmiles, that lies. 


Many a ſpell, and many a charm, 
Gave thee all the pow'r to harm; 
'Sent, with thee, the wiſhes down ; 


Made the little loves thine own. 
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Soft perſuaſion gave thee words, 
Tun'd with Phoebus? ſweeteſt chords ; 
Gave thee words of lambent fire ; 
Bade thee murmur fond defire ; 
Thrilling ſoft, and ſoothing low, 
Bade thy nectar'd accents flow ; 
Bade them flow, like lenient balm, 
And the wounded ſpirit calm, 
Softeſt, ſmootheſt, ſtreams of oil, | 
Healing grief, and healing toil. e 


Flora trim'd her woodbine bow'rs, 
Flora wak'd her ſubject flow'rs, 
Flora deck'd the laughing earth, 

At the lovely maiden's birth. 
Love and Venus hail'd the day 


« Go, thou darling of our ſway, 


wil if .t Fr Am ao Kh 


% Go, they faid, enchanting maid, 
| & Love's ſoft empire own, and aid.“ 


Saffron-veſted Hymen came ; 


Round and round he wav'd his flame; 

Ard myſtic words he mutter'd then, 

Of import, hid from mortal men. 

Thus, celeſtials grac'd thy birth, 

Venus ſent thee down to earth. 

To earth, thou cam'ſt, upon a day, 
Wen April went to ſport with May. 
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OCCASIONED BY HER LOOKING PALE, 


WHAT various fetters love contrives, 

The captive heart to bind ! | 

In ſoothing ſpeech full oft he flows, 

And oft in modeſt bluſhes glows ; 

Full oft within a dimple lives, 

Or more retir'd, within a mind. 

Surely, Clara, ſure in thee, 

The fullneſs of his mighty reign we ſee ; 

For what, in other maids, would prove 

To paſſion death, in thee, redoubles eager love, 


No, never, never, magic fair, 
Neꝰ er did thy blooming grace 
Such a reſiſtleſs charm impart, 
Or ſeize with ſuch a force my heart, 
As does thy faint and languid air, 
As does thy pale and faded face; 
Not the roſeate bluſh of health, 
'That went and came, with ſweet alluring ſtealth, 
Rais'd ſuch whirlwinds of deſire; 
And tore my madding ſoul, with ſuch impetuous fire. 
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IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH: OF BELLEAU, ® N 
B 
P. 
COME then, gentle painter try, F. 
Happy hand, and learned eye, Pl 
Try thy ſkill, thy pow'r diſplay; Ri 
Fraught with beauty's magic ray, Ne 
He 
Remy Belleau was born at Nogent Le Rotrou, a town in the Bir 
dict of Perche, in the year 1528, he died at Pais in 1577, and was of 
ſo much admired for his lively and natural deſcriptions, that Ronſard, | 
called him the painter of nature, and he obtained a place among the Or 
ſeven poets who compoſed what is called the Conſtellation of the French | - Con 
Pleiades. He has written paltorals, a comedy, a poem on the nature 
and diverſity of precious ſtones, which is reckoned his beſt work, and | Or, 
cauſed it to be faid, that he had built his monument of precious ſtones, Let 
and ſome other poems. I happened ſome years ago to meet with a L 
number of the early French poets, and had an intention of wiiting a et 
brief account of their works, with a tranſlation of one or two poems Free 
from each, by way of ſpecimen, in the proſecution of this plan, I hap- : th 
pened to ſcle the originals of the two following imitations, the one | = 
: 1 


from Belleau, the other from Triſtan. 
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Bid my abſent charmer riſe, 
Living, preſent, to theſe eyes. 
And left thou ſhould loſe a trace, 
Mar a ſmile, diſtort a grace, 
All her treaſur'd charms to find, 
Gentle painter, read my mind. 


Sportive winding, curling bright, 

Wanton rings of ſilky light, 

Make the criſp and ſhining hair ; 
But, of ſavage art beware. 
Painter, mark, I nor require 
Faſhions quaint, nor proud attire. 
Place not coſtly jewels there, 
Rivalling the ſtarry ſphere ; 
Nor the nodding plumage bring, 
Heap'd from ev'ry foreign wing. 
Bind it, thou, in ſimple braids, 
Of ſome chaſte arcadian maids ; 
Or of huntreſs Dian's train, 
Courſing o'er the breezy plain; 
Or, in treſſes unconfin'd, 
Let it kiſs the am'rous wind. 
Let it wave, and let it flow, 
Freely o'er her poliſh'd brow ; 
Sweet reſerves, becoming pride, 


Winning graces, there that bide, 
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Half to hide, and half reveal. 


Thus, thro” groves the ſun-beams ſteal. 
Thus, thro? clouds athwart her march, 


Luna ſhews the creſcent arch. 


* 
Thus, thro' leaves, that wanton free, 


We the viny cluſters ſee. 


And the rays that thus pervade, 
Take a colour from the ſhade. 


Large expanſe, ſo ſmooth and white, 


Be the forehead poliſh'd bright, 


Free from any low'ring air, 


Any trace, of grief or care. 


Smooth as ice, when winter chill, 


Gently ſtays th' untroubled ri 
Now, thine utmoſt {kill I aſl 


Il. 


Waits thee, now, a harder taſk. 


Let her eye-brows bend with grace; 


Set between a meaſur'd ſpace. 


Even, ſlender, —men ſhall ſwear, 
Braids of filk are faſten'd there. 


Painter, bid thoſe arches ſhow, 


Like the bright celeſtial bow, 
Offring to my boſom ſtill, 


Signs of mercy, and good will. 


| Tell me, can thy tints ſo bright, 
Give her eyes their living light, 
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Thouſand, thouſand fond deſires, 
Soft allurements, ſubtle fires, 
Thouſand honey-barbed darts, 
Soothing, paining, am'rous hearts! . 
Place a ſapphire bright and clear, 
In a pure cryſtalline ſphere. 
| | Painter, in each ſpeaking eye, 

Set a cherub from the ſky. 
Let him rell its orbed frame; 
Let him feed its veſtal flame. 


One eye be gentle, ſoft benign, 
And one be piercing, fierce, malign, 
In one, be Venus' gentle bait, 

In one, ſhall Mars's terror wait. 
Mingled thus, the varied glance, 
Shall the doubtful heart entrance; | 


And one the ſweeteſt hope ſhall feed, 


And one ſhall deſperation breed. 


Artiſt, ere thy hand is ſtayed, 
Be th' expreſſive noſe diſplay'd. | 
Sweet expreſſion of a mind, 
Somewhat haughty, not unkind, 
It nor aquiline muſt be, 

Nor turn with forward air and free. 
Small and even as a line, 


Of the grecian beſt deſign, 
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Adding grandeur, lending grace, 
Marking ſymmetry of face. 


Painter, make the blooming cheek, 
Juſtly plump, and ſmoothly ſleek ; 

Nor gaunt, like thoſe where care is found, 

Nor like the ruddy milk maid's round, 

Juſt proportion, theſe between, 

Health and grace ſhall keep a mean. 

Then, to give the hue divine, - 

Bid the pink and ſnow drop join; 

Or in milk let roſes fail, 


Trembling o'er the brimming pail. 


Heav*ns ! I now muſt ſilent be; 
Painter, tis no taſk for thee. 
Never can thy hand deſign, 
Charming magic, too divine; 
Round her beauteous mouth it grows, 
In her roſy ſmile it glows. 
Yet a faint reſemblance make, 
Eaper fancy ſhall miſtake. 
I ſhall ſeem a voice to hear, 
I ſhall print my kiſſes there, 
And with fond deluſion think, 
I the melted coral drink. 
Let her lips invite the touch, 


Pouting ſomewhat, tempting much, 
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Hiding in their roſy ſmiles, 
Softeſt, ſweeteſt, fondeſt wiles, 
Gentle ſoothings, kind intent, 
Ev'ry art of blandiſhment, 
Freſher than a thouſand ſprings, 
Silent, ſpeaking godlike things, 
Huſbanding, with dear delay, 
Kiſs that wafts the ſoul away. 


Happy pencil ! labour yet, 
Nor the lovely chin forget. 
Painter, mark the ripen'd peach, 
Let its ſofteſt cotton teach | 
How to round the chin, with care, 
Smooth and downy, ſoft and fair. 
And there two wells of near fink, 
Where the little loves ſhall drink. 


Then, the beauteous face below, 
Painter, place the neck of ſnow. 
Be the graces all expreſt, 

Glancing, ſporting o'er her breaſt. 
Spread the wings of various dies, 
Now to fall, and now to riſe. 

Sweet excurſion, bliſsful flight, 
From ſcene to ſcene of new delight; 
Now, o'er jv'ry hills they fail, 
Wanton, now, within the yale. 
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Yet a harder taſk remains. 
Bid the living marble plains, 
As the balmy breath ſhall paſs, 
Sweetly tremble, like the graſs 
Gently ruffled, half-inclin'd, 
By the ſoft and am'rous wind ; 
Thus with doubtful wav'ring pace, 
Clos'd within a chryſtal vaſe, 
By the mighty loadſtone taught, 
With inſtinctive ſpirit fraught, 
Palpitating here and there, 
The needle ſeeks th' cnamour'd bear. 
Then, upon thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Bid the living roſe-buds grow. 
What artful touch, what waving line, 
Shall thoſe heav'nly orbs define. ? 
Shall the poliſh'd ſwell pourtray, 
Shall the paſſing ſigh diſplay ? 
Shall expreſs, how maiden pride, 
With chaſtity in bluſhes dy'd, | 
Faſhion ev'ry thought within; 
That cruelty is all their fin. 


Painter, ſtay thy daring hand, — 
Hah !—that eager glance command 
Never, never, may'ſt thou know, 


Never may thy canyas ſhow, 
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Never may thy kindling eye, 
Catch the charms that lower lie. 
Painter, ev'n the thought forbear ; 
Let not fancy riot there; 

Nor, with artiſice profane, 

From the light and wanton train, 
Bid a Phryne riſe to view, | 
Such as old Apelles drew, 

From the wave, in naked pride, 
With well-diſſembled bluſhes dy'd. 
She roſe; and feign'd a ſoft amaze, 


And ſaw th' aſſembled Grecians gaze. 


Never ſhall th immodeſt fair, 
Take my Clara's face and air. 
No, my rev'rent love invokes 
Sober tints, and decent ſtrokes. 
Painter, bid the ſilken dreſs 
Hide her limbs, and yet expreſs. 
Like a cloud of ſapphire bright, 
Like a miſt of orient light, 
Wave the folds, in free diſport, 
Bid them ev'ry zephyr court; 
Beauteous miſt, illumin'd cloud, 
Shall the ſun of beauty ſhroud. — 
While her limbs from light retire, 
Yet to feed the lover's fire, 
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To reward his modeſt eye, 
Mark their matchleſs fymmetry. 
Artiſt, more than this be known, 
To the pow'rs of love alone; 
When in hours of mutnal flame, 
Cold referves, and maiden ſhame, 
Sweet oblation, ſhall be paid, 
At the ſhrine of Venus laid. 


Stay, for Clara ſhines compleat, 
Breathing ſoft, and ſmiling ſweet. 
Virgin from the maker's hand, 

Bright as Eve, behold her ſtand. 
Never, with ſuch rivalry, 

Did happy art with nature vie. 
Hah !—what dream my fight beguiles ? 


TRA! 


My & 


Sure on me my Clara ſmiles ! And alt: 
Sure, I hear her accents ſound, Ungratel 
Yes, thy work hath organs found. 1 ſtand t 
Painter, could thy magic ſtore Def 
Add one dear deluſion more With ſigh 
Could thy ſoft enchantment ſteal | 
O'er the touch, and bid me feel, When 
Bid me feel her glowing charms, And ſnatc 
| Panting, trembling, in my arms! From pole 
Ungrateful 
Her ſingle 


Yet ſhe tha 
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TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF TRISTAN, ONE OF THE 


EARLY FRENCH WRITERS, 


Mr fruitleſs love, with many a lariſh'd ſong, 

And altars, grac'd thee *midft th* immortal throng ; 
Ungrateful maid, neglected and forlorn, | 

I ſtand the mark for all thy ſhafts of ſcorn ; 

Ungrateful maid, thy fierce contempt deplore, 

With ſighs of living flame, and tears of ſtreaming gore. 


When my fond numbers would conceal her hate, 
And ſnatch her beauties from oblivious fate, | 
From pole to pole when Clara's praiſes ſound, 
Ungrateful maid ! ſhe mocks the am'rous wound, 
Her ſingle word a healing balm might ſhow'r, 
Yet ſhe that word withholds, and vaunts her cruel pow'r, | 
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Dear galling yoke, which I muſt never rend ! 
Dear cruel maid, whom pray'rs muſt never bend ! 
By one laſt blow, my hand, fulfil her doom, 
And reſt, my ſorrows, in eternal gloom! 

Thou wretch, at once, thy chains and life refign ; 
With courage worthy love, and worthy charms divine. 
Tremendous pow'r, thou demon, pale, deform, 

Who ne'er art call'd, but when the gather'd ſtorm 

O'er life is ſpread, nor hope remains below, 

Deſpair, I call thee to relieve my woe ! 

Oh come,—thy kindly cruel aid impart ; | 

Teach me, to heal the pangs that gnaw my burſting heart. 


Come, ghaſtly phantom, with thy direful band ) 
Come, guide the ſtroke with unrelenting hand. 
Oh bring me peace, and cloſe my weary days; 
No pomp of death my ſcttled woe diſmays. 
Since Clara's eyes withdraw their chearing light, 


The genial beams of heav'n but pain my aching fight. 


I ſee thee come, with horror in thy train, 
Affliction, phrenzy, rage, deſpair and pain ; 
Devouring flames and ſwords around are ſeen, 
The baneful aconite, and poniard keen, 
That ſet ſad Pyramus from anguiſh free, « 


And gave to C ato's ſoul its darling liberty. 
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A bloody torrent rolls thy path along, 
Fell, fell deſpite is there, and giant wrong, | 
That angry heay'n defy, and fortune's hate j— 
I ſee the pangs for me reſerv'd by fate, 
And ſhame and wrath the ling'ring purpoſe chide, 


« Oh fly thou wretch from life, nor future woes abide.” 


Yes, I will die, to glad the ſavage heart. — 
Receive the victim of thy cruel art. — : 
Yes, thou ſhalt ſee,—no longer mock my pain,— 
I burſt the priſon of thy fell diſdain, 
When pity fails to balm the lover's wound, 
The reſt of death remains, and poiſon may be found. 


Therſander ſpake—and fix'd on heav'n his eyes, 
While birds ill-omen'd paſs'd before his eyes; 
As ſcreaming round, they clapp'd their murky wings, 
He graſps the ſteel, to drain the vital ſprings ; 
While filent night diſplays her fable weed, | 
And waits with dewy tears to mourn the frantic deed. 
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How ſoon, enchanting womankind, $i 
The deareſt, ſofteſt flatt'ry learn, Oo 
The various forms of pleaſing find, W 
The biaſs of the ſoul diſcern ! T! 
How ſoon they touch, with happy art, . 
The golden keys that ope the heart! G1 

How ſuit the ſweetly pliant breaſt, | 
To every dreſs, and charm however dreſt! M: 

I little thought thou couldſt deviſe 

A dreſs, whereby to charm me more ; | Ad 
For dreſs is made for vulgar eyes, | Wi | | An 
That ſeemings vain, and gaudes adore. | e 
Far other charms I ſeek to find, x | 7 | Che 
The feeling heart, the kindred mind, | Thi 


And thou a ſoul like mine to ſnare, 
Wert by the virtues dreſt with choiceſt care. 
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Yes, all the virtues dreft thy ſoul 
With purity, as with a veſt, 

And honour, as a ſnowy ſtole, 
They drew around thy gentle breaſt ; 

- And theſe with precious gems they grac'd, 
And orient wit with judgment plac'd ; 
While beamy truth a ſapphire bright, 

With prudence joins its chaſte celeſtial light. 


To theſe, with ſweetly cunning hand, 
Heav'n added Fancy's ſilken flow'rs ; 
Such flow'rs as deck the muſes? band, 

Or Phcebus in the ſtarry bow'rs. 

With gentle manners, graceful eaſe, 

Th' unſtudied wiſh and pow*r to pleaſe. 
And Modeſty, ſweet bluſhing maid, 
Graceful o'er all her crimſon veil diſplay d. 


Maria, ſuch is thine array, 


And never courtly dame, 1 ween, 
And never bride, ſo trim and gay, 
Adorn'd with ſuch a grace was ſeen ; 
And ev'n the groſs exterior drefs 

Thy inward virtues can expreſs : 
Chooſe, as thou wilt, Maria, thine attire; 
Thou muſt be amiable, and I admire. 


VERSES. ro a LADY, 


OCCASIONED BY HER HAVING PRAISED MY POEMS. 


WHAT golden meed, what verdant bays, 
Can win the human heart like praiſe ! 

It ſeizes, fills, transforms the ſoul ; 

*Tis Comus' wand, or Circe's bowl. 

But ſweeteſt far the ſiren ſong, 

From woman's faſcinating tongue, 


What wiſdom can thy magic 'ſcape, 

Thou flattery in the faireſt ſhape ? 

A mighty ſpell, with ſubtle force, 

It changes ev'ry vital courſe. 

The high-bred aims, an airy band, 
And ſcorn and pride around thee ſtand. 

*Tis thine the wildeſt hopes to breed; 

To bid us dare the boldeſt deed, 
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And ſcorn repoſe, forego delights, 
For dedal plumes, icarian flights. 
Allur'd by thee, we madly found 
Th' unmeaſur'd depth, th' abyſs profound; 
Or brave the roman Curtius? fate, 


Cerberean hol, or ſtygian gate. 


When ſuch the pow'r of female praiſe, 
Think what a tumult thine muſt raiſe !— 
The firſt of ſouls but I forbear,— 
Thy friends, not thou, that ſtrain muſt hear, 
What tumults raiſe within the mind, 
That feels each note of woman kind! 
And ſuch is mine, attun'd by heav'n, 


To ſound each chord by woman giv'n. 


Enchanting praiſe ; before this hour, 
I never, never, knew thy pow'r ; 
I never knew what high reward, 
Attends to crown the favour'd bard. 
Tranſporting fever of the ſoul ! 
What prudence ſhall thy heat controul ? 
I feel again the wonted fires ; 
I ſee th' imaginary lyres ; 
To tempt my hand, they float around, | 


With ev'ry breeze they ſeem to ſound. 


x 


The muſe her viſits long forbore ; 
And I her fatal gifts forſwore 
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1 380 
Alike Miranda's voice we hear; 
I call the muſe, and find her near. 
Miranda, yes, at thy command, 
She comes with all her virgin band. 
Around her airy notions fly, 
And viſions bright, and raptures high. 
Unbodied forms of being throng, 
And wait, to riſe, and breathe in ſong. 
But gentler, milder, than of yore, | 
They teem with ridicule no more. 
Miranda chides the ſaucy muſe, 
And bids her themes of kindneſs chuſe. 
No deſcant vain, no wanton ſound, 
No cauſtic rhyme, no ſportive wound, 
For her I weave the votive wreath, 
And not a thorn ſhall lurk beneath, 
No plant it boaſts of odour rare, 
Exotic growth of art and care. 
But ſimpleſt wildeſt native flow'rs, 
That freely ſpring in vacant hours. 
The pois'nous weeds ſhe need not fear, 
Nor ſpiteful waſp ſhall neſtle there, 


To thee Miranda, thee belong, 
Theſe firſt- fruits of returning ſong. 
Oh were the ſtrain but worthy thee, 
Thy bard might then immortal be. 
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ON HER SAYING 


POETRY 1S BUT FICTION. 


AND heav'nly poeſy is ſiction then, 

And poets all are falſe—oh blaſphemy !— 
What puniſhment awaits thee, thou prophane one ? 
| What forfeit canſt thou pay th' offended muſe? 
I'll ſtudy to deviſe brave penances, 

Againſt we meet, and thou ſhall fing for hours 
To expiate thy crime—— ſo Phebus wills 
What! thou malign the muſe! ungrateful maid; 
Her fav'rite, grac'd with all her choiceſt gifts. 
-*Tis ſacrilege I ſwear. —What ! poets falſe ! 
No, poetry is truth, is very truth 

A. portion of intelligence divine. 

The poet's mind is but an inſtrument. 

On which the ſacred hands of nature play 
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No common deſcant like th' æolian harp, 1 
"Tis paſſive to the touch of viewleſs agents, V 
And ſpeaks what they inſpire — tis ſoft delirium, Fr 
Involuntary as the flame of love, | Be 
That makes the bard. —His ſoul ſhould be a mirror At 
To fair creation faithful, and reflect In 
The varied works of wiſdom infinite. An 
He raſhly may admire, and ſcem to view An 
A thouſand charms, that ſcape the common eye, For 
Yet is not poetry ſiction the more. Til 
It faithfully pourtrays the preſent feeling, Its 
And paints from nature. — Whether gladſome morn Ane 
Or ev' ning mild the youthful hope of ſpring And 
The glow mature of ſummer—Ceres' gifts, Thy 
And bounteous autumn, or the bellowing ſtorm In a 
From winter's frozen hyperborean cave The 
Demand the ſtrain : or orbs harmonious roll'd | | The 
In beauteous progreſs; or, yet nobler theme, | The 
The human ſoul, and firſt of human ſouls Unjut 
Maria thine—where heav'n, with partial hand, = g Woul 
The ſoftneſs feminine with manly ſtrength | And t 
Unites, and blends, to ſhew the perfect mind. | In is 
Oh, ſooner than the poet can be falſe, | If ver 
Tby glaſs, that faithful counſellor of dreſs, For th 
May prove deceitful. Know, my feeling heart, Enviou 


Ev'n would it ſtoop to practice - could not learn 
The tone of flatt'ry ; my rebellious tongue 
Againſt the taſk revolts, and ſcarcely pays 
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To merit praiſe deſerv d. My honeſt cheek 
Would ſoon proclaim the falſehood, and my ink 
Freeze in the ſtandiſh, ſhould the guilty pen 
Belie the ſoul. —My numbers, well thou knoweſt, 


Are little prone to flatter—form'd they are 

In ſatire's thorny ſchool, of ſoothing arts, 

And courtly forms, regardleſs, blunt, ſincere, 
And ruſtic all, they flow unamiable ; 

For ſince my humble pen was dipt in ink, 

Till now ſome twelve moons waſted, it has us'd 
Its deareſt action in ſevere reproach ; : 

And little of endearment could I ſpeak 

And little wiſh'd to ſpeak.-—— Thy poliſh'd ſenſe, 


Thy wit, thy gentle goodneſs, modeſt worth, 


In apteſt language cloath'd - in words, that ſeem 
The dictates of the Graces—they have taught me 
The height of female excellence—and chac'd 
The muſe that erſt inſpir' d. Vet thou unjuſt, 
Unjuſt to me, to thy own merit blind, 

Wouldſt mar the reformation of thy bard 

No, I ſwear, 


And tax the ſong with flatt'ry. 
In ende neareſt proſe, and neareſt truth, 
If verſe be fiction, *twere as poſſible 
For thee to prove unamiable or cruel, 


Envious or ſordid, as for me to feign. 
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11 ſoon my Clara may we meet; 
That meeting, well I know, 
Shall make the fix'd eſteem compleat, 
In-friendſhip's ſacred glow.— 


Not common friendſhip, ſuch as dwells, 
Among the ſelfiſh crew ;— 
Not ſuch as gloom'd in ſtoic cells, 


Nor human weakneſs knew; 


But riſing from the mutual heart, 
Awake, and feeling all ; 

Alive to ev'ry ſoothing art, 

And ev'ry tender call. 
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It bade Pirithous erſt deſcend, 
When ſtygian paths he trod; 
It taught his young and royal friend 
To ſave the * man of God.? 


With friendſhip—'tis a name too cold, 
T'll blot it out, I ſwear ; = | 
Thou, Cupid, with thy dart of gold, 
Inſcribe a better there. 
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Purſue 
And r 
Finds 
In dee} 
Or lang 
But tel! 
Muſt w 
Who le 
And re: 
„ BB 9 ST [ Muſt v. 
| And do 
Ir when the lover quits the bow'rs 
That hold the ſov'reign of his heart, 
He goes aſſur d by mutual love, 
That dear aſſurance gilds his hours; 
Tho' doom'd by heav'n awhile to part, | = = 
And doom'd o'er diſtant plains to rove. | 
Hope goes companion of his way, 
And bids him forward glance his eyes, 
The dawn of riſing good to ſee ; | | 
And hails the glad revolving day, | 3 


When love, for all his pangs and fighs, 
Shall pay him back with uſury. 
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Thro' fairy ſcenes, th'ꝰ enchanted mind 
Purſues th? ideal form of good, 

And revels in delightſome bow'rs ; 
Finds the dear maid all-melting kind, 
In deep receſſes of the wood, - 

Or languiſhing on beds of flow'rs. 


But tell me, lovers, how the night 
Muſt wear with him, and how the morn, 
Who leaving her he prizes dear, 

And reft of hope's all-cheering light ; 
Muſt wander wild and weep forlorn, 
And doubt at once and abſence bear ? 
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CUPID CONCEALED. 


WHEN Love was born, with fury fir'd, 
A baſe and gloomy band conſpir d; 
Enrag'd, at an auſpicious birth, 

That promis'd ſo much joy on earth, 

The yellow monſter jealous care, 

Fell diſcontent, and black deſpair, 
Squint-ey'd ſuſpicion, rankling hate, 

And gaunt revenge, and loud debate, 
And av'rice, and o'erweening pride, 

And twenty hideous ſiends beſide, 

All, conſcious how the glad controul 

Of love would cheer the human ſoul, 
Combin'd, determin'd to deſtroy, 

Came round the cradle of the boy; 
Where, bright and beautoous as the day, 


Lapt in elyſian flow'rs he lay, _— 


Surpris 
Caught 
And dc 
For loy, 
Earth ſi 
And roſ 
But whe 
From pr 
Nor vaul 
By natur. 
Nor grov 
Nor iſle f 
Nor haun 
Receiy'd 
No—if tl 


She hid tl 


There ſtill 
I ſaw him 


Surpns'd, diſmay'd, the queen of charms 


Caught the ſweet nurſeling in her arms, 
And down Olympus ſwiftly paſt, 

For love maternal wing'd her haſte. 
Earth ſmil'd, at preſence of the dame, 
And roſes bloom'd where'er ſhe came ; 
But where to hide, a doubt aroſe, 

From prying ſearch of active foes ; 
Nor vaulted rock, nor cavern'd den, 
By nature form'd, or dely'd by men ; 
Nor grove recluſe, nor valley'd ſeep, 
Nor iſle ſequeſter'd in the deep, 

Nor haunt of nymph, by river's marge, 
Receiv'd the goddeſs and her charge; 
No—if the truth I muſt impart, 

She hid the boy in Chloe's heart; 
There till he dwells, for with ſurpriſe, 
I ſaw him peeping thro? her eyes. 
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HOPE axv FEAR, 


W ARM Hope, cold Fear, high church, and low 
Within my breaſt contend ; 
And devil take me, if I know 
How the debate will end; — 


While love, that with reſiſtleſs might 
Has ever ſway'd my life, 
Alternate ſiding in the fight, 


Embroils the mortal ſtrife. 

Says Hope, with ſelf-important air, Es | Says H 
«© Why thus at diſtance ſtand] _ 1 66% A wo 
« Come, bruſh up boldly to the fair, : « And 


«© With courage aſk her hand. | A pri 
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< The baſhful air, the timid qualm, 
% Will ne'er her liking move; 
« In war 'tis courage gains the palm, 
« It wins the prize of love. 


« Kind looks, ſoft words, may rapture give, 
&. And charming are her ſmiles ; 

But ſay—can ardent paſſion live, 

« On looks, and words, and ſmiles ?” 


With trembling pace, cold wrinkled Fear, 
With ſhrugs and downcalſt eyes, 


Says—* think not thou the port fo near, 
« That ſtill, far diſtant lies. 


« Slow patience was to human minds 
« For high atchievements giv'n ; 

« Thus alchemy the ſecret finds, 

« And ſaints aſcend to heav'n. 


40 Better, thoſe looks and ſmiles retain, 
6% Than, by ſome daring plan, | 
% Convert her kindneſs to diſdain, 

« And live a baniſh'd man.” 


Says Hope “ *twas raſhneſs that obtain d 


« A world for Ammon's ſon; 


« And oft from woman, has it gain'd 


A prize worth all he won. 
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&« Love, faithful love, the place ſupplies 
« Of ev'ry charm beſide ; 
« Can ſteal from prudes their dear diſguiſe, 
From haughty nymphs their pride.” 


&« The ow and cautious aim 


60 W ill mark the wiſe man's way z 


Says Fear 


% And deathleſs is that Roman's name, 
« Who conquer'd by delay. 


Let Hope and vanity combine, | 
And both united tell 
« Is any one endowment thine, 
% To win ſo bright a belle?“ 


The miſtreſs of thy fate 
« Thine humble muſe approves ;z— | 
&« And ſay—can ſhe the vot'riſt hate? 
„When ſhe th” oblation loves. 


\ 


Says Hope 


&« Her words breathe ſoft as genial air, 
Her looks to cheer thee ſhine ; 

&« Love's tender bloſſoms promiſe fair; 
And ſhall no fruit be thine 2? 


Says Fear 


&« Adoring throogs have bow'd 
And clouds of incenſe giv'n; 


% Yet one alone of all the crowd, 
* Was wafted up to heav'n. 
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4 Bright ſuns and genial breezes reach, 
« Alike, the high and low; 


. And autumn, with the gen'rous peach, 


« Matures th* ungrateful floe.” 


Thus, to and fro, like tennis ball, 
They bandy my poor ſoul ; 
Reaſon, as arbitreſs I call, 

To limit their controul : 


But reaſon, with a ſcornful glance, 
Swears—ſhe'll no longer ſtay ; 

So, I muſt fairly truſt to chance, 
As umpire of the fray, | 
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TO A LADY. 
wude NAD A SCAR ON HER BREAST, 


OH ! tell not me her heart is cold, 
Soft, ſoft as Venus? dove; 
Her heart the gentleſt wiſh can hold, 
Her heart is made for love. 


For on her breaſt I chanc'd to ſpy 
A ſcar, from Cupid's dart ; 

A neſt, where little cupids lie, 
In ambuſh for the heart. | 


Oh! if to touch that hallow'd place 
My happy lips might dare, 
I would not wake a ſingle grace, 


Or love, that neſtles there. 


Should on my lips one love remain, 
Faft clinging like a bee ; 

Sweeteſt, I'll kiſs thy breaſt again, | 
And pive him back to thee. 
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ADVICE vo a San EL 


TELL me Mira, tell me truly, 
Haſt thou ever learn'd to love ? 
If thou haſt not, aſk it duly, 
Aſk it of the pow'rs above. 


Love, dear Mira, is a bleſſing; 
Love adorns the brighteſt fair, 
More than all the arts of dreſſing, 
More than gold and jewels rare. 


Love inſpires delicious languor, 
Gives the ſoft bewitching tone, 
Healing grief and ſoothing anger, 
Making ey'ry heart its own. 
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Love, that ev'ry living creature 
With ſoft blandiſhment ſupplies, 
Lightens in the human feature, 


Laughs in darling woman's eyes. 


Now, he glows in mantling bluſhes, 
Now, with meaning glance beguiles, 
Now o'er all the frame he ruſhes, 


Now retires in radiant ſmiles. 


Sweet are Phœbus' parting traces 
In th' empurpled weſtern ſky, 
And the ſtreamlet, as it paſſes, 
Leaves the flow'rs a ſweeter die; 


Sweeter traces, joy and pleaſure, 
Parting, on the face beſtow ; 


And what joys, in height and meaſure, 


Equal thoſe that lovers know ? 


You are now divinely handſome, 
But, would you reſiſtleſs prove, 
Charm us beyond pow'r of ranſom, 
Mira, you muſt learn to love. 


Lov'd and loving, bleſs'd and bleſſing, 
Tranſports tingling in each vein, 
Grace divine, beyond expreſſing, 
O'er thy form and face would reign. 
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Tis not ev'ry ſoul that merits 
Love's delightful gifts to ſhare ; 
No—he flies the ſordid ſpirits, 
Stain'd with baſe and vulgar care. 


Love, th' ennobled mind adorning, 
Riſes o'er the ſelfiſh ſchool, 
Fame and worldly wiſdom ſcorning 
Of the hypocrite and fool. 


Mira, to his ſoft dominion 

Give thy perſon, heart, and ſoul ; 
Fly from fortune's gilded minion, 
Only yield to love's controul. 


Mira, would you chuſe a poet 
From the fond admiring throng z 
I can love, and I can ſhow it, 
Show it both in proſe and ſong. | 


I could love you, no man better, 
Might I hope the leaſt return; 
But thy ſmile muſt gild the fetter, 


Mira, ere by me *tis worn. 
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'T HE crowd may praiſe the ruddy morn, 
The vulgar blaze of day; E 
More varied charms the night adorn, T 
The ftarry train diſplay. A 
| W 

The morn a village hoyden ſeems, 

Array'd in gown fo white ; Su 
In fable ſtole bedeck'd. with gems, A 
Appears the graceful night. | 5 
\ 


Nor breaſt of ſnow my heart alarms, 
Nor bugle eyes of jet ; 

Give me the lively poignant charms 
That deck the bright brunette. 
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Her eyes, pervading ev'ry part, 
With ſoft delicious fire, 
Would ſeem to whiſper, “ Mira's heart 


Can feel what we inſpire.“ 


Her ſmiles uncounted charms ſupply, 
And all-commanding reign ; 
They'd make a faint his God deny, 
They'd ſooth a martyr's pain. 


Her graceful locks, that flow ſo free, 
And wanton with the air, I | 
Unbound themſelves, yet fetter me ; 
My heart hangs by a hair. 


Excurſive o'er the harmonious frame, 
The ſoul of beauty roves 

And Cupids light the lambent flame, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks and moves. 


Such was the charming gply quarts 
A world of old ſhe coſt. 
Had I another world —I ween, 
*Twere well for Mira loſt. 
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DELPHIC TREE 


Orr Hymettus' flow'ry head, 
When the perſian myriads ſpread ; 


As this little poem is ſomewhat obſcure, it may not be amiſs to 
afford it an explanatory note.—After the battle of Platea, in which the 
perſian army was routed, the Spartans and Athenians contended for 
the honour of erecting a trophy: at length, to avoid a rupture, that 
privilege was conceded to the Plateans :—the Athenians conſulted the 
oracle about a proper ſacrifice of thankſgiving for their victory, and 
were ordered to erect an altar to Jove the deliverer ; but not to offer 
facrifices on it 'till they had quenched the fire all throngh their country, 
becauſe it- had been prophaned by the Perſians, and brought pure fire 
from Delphos.—The magiſtrates went round, and compelled all perſons 


in the territory of Platea to extinguiſh their fires. Euchidas, a Platean, 
undertook to bring pure fire with all poſſible expedition from Delphos. 


He ſet out accordingly, and when he arrived there, having made luſ- 
tration, ſprinkled himſelf with pure water, and, being crowned with 
laurel, took fire from the altar: —he ran back to Platea, and reached 
home before ſun-ſet, having performed, in one day, a journey of one 
thonſand ſtadia, about one hundred and thirty miles; he ſaluted his 
fellow-citizens, delivered the ſacred fire, and, falling down, ſuddenly 
expired, | 
See PLuUTARCH, Life of ArISTIDES. 
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From her neck, with happy ſtroke, 
Athens ſmote the galling yoke. 
Then, to tell the noble ſtory, 
Roſe the fane to Jove and glory; 
Deck'd with laurels ſet in blood, 
Freedom's awful temple ſtood— 
Sacred, unpolluted, fires 
Eleutherian Jove requires; 
Athens quench'd within her bound 
Ev'ry fire that Perſia own'd, 
That had gleam'd—polluted light ! 
For Perſia warm, for Perſia bright. 
Delphos lent her hallow'd flame _ 
Where the Perſian never came, 
Spotleſs from barbarian ſway, 
Pure it gleam'd, a free-born ray. 


Let the youth, who ſeeks to prove 
What is paſſion, what is love; 
Who would feel a gen'rous flame, 
Would the pride of loving claim ; 
Let him quench the ſordid fires, 
Worldly wiſhes, baſe deſires, 

Ev'ry ſpark diſtain'd of old, 
By the ſavage love of gold. — 
Let him from the virgin's eyes, 


Soothing words, and melting ſighs, 


* M4 


| Gentle feelings void of art, 
Catch the ſpark, to warm his heart, 
Ev'ry throb and ev'ry glow - 
©. Love muſt kindle, love beſtow ; 
All his other hopes and fears 
Let him quench, with am'rous tears. ? 


APPROACH or SPRING. 


RETURN, my muſe, return awhile, 


And bring with thee the genial ſhow'rs, 
And bring with thee the vernal flow'rs, 
Beſpangled o'er with gems of morn ; 
And bid the vivid landſcape ſmile, 
And bid the fragrant zephyrs breathe, 
While all the graces twine a wreath, 
And Mira's poliſh'd brows adorn, 


Wak'd by the young aſcending year, 
Hope plumes her long - neglected wing, 
And, with the warblers of the ſpring, 
Attempts a wild unſtudy'd ſong, 

To hail the dawn, with lively cheer ; 

If like the ſubje& were the lay, 

So mildly bright, ſo ſoftly gay, | 
How would the loves around me throng. 
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And dance, with joy, to hear a bard, 
In am'rous deſcant, ſing ſo well 
'The maid, with whom they love to dwell, 
The glance, that wings their golden darts; 

And, as a rich and high reward, 

The ſong with glowing thoughts ſupply, 
With poignant force and energy, 


To pierce and warm the coldeſt hearts. 


No! decline the charming taſk— 
The ſmiles that inſpiration beam, 

And eyes that ſhine, ſo bright a theme, 
The graceful locks that flow ſo free, 
The ſofteſt ſweeteſt numbers aſk 3 

But gainful ſtudies chill the mind, 
And, like a nipping eaſtern wind, 


Blaſt the young buds of poeſy. Of 1 

| | Diff 
If, haply, in ſome golden hour, Let 
At beauty's awful ſhrine I bow, To « 
And ſhort poetic raptures know, Swee 
While fancy's ſoft ſeducing call, Deſc 
Awakes the glad creative pow'r ; Of x 
Sudden, the fiend of hated law, | Softl 
With brawling tongue and harpy claw, e . — 
And buſy cares demand their tkrall. And 


THE ADO +0; 


A TRAGEDY. 


BREATH ſoſt, ye flutes, from heav'n deſcend, ſweet pow'r 
Of ſoothing ſtrain and modulated air; 

Diffuſe thine influence round; 

Let ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, notes abound, 

To cheer this penſive hour. 

Sweet harmony, from bliſsful ſhrines above, 

Deſcend on plumage of the dove ; | 

Of peace and gentle ſleep, thou ſiſter fair, 

Softly bring thine holy treaſure, 

Pour it o'er the trembling ſtrings, | 

And, as I pauſe, to ſwell the meaſure, 

Light failing, bruſh the lyre with thy ſeraphic wings. 


406 


Hark, a bolder note is ſounding z 

Hark, the hunter's jocund horn, 

From the woods and hills rebounding, 

Cheerly calls the roſeate morn ! 

With garb ſuccinct, and eager pace, 

Rouſe the gane, and urge the chace. 

Echo, playful nymph, awake, 

And, ſtarting from thine airy ſeat, 

The ſounds that float in liquid circles take; 
With iteration glad, the tuneful cloſe repeat ; 
Let gnarled woods, and vales, and rocks repel 
The ſound of merry horn, and ſoſt according ſhell, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe the lively ſtrain, 
III ſuited to the mourner's pain; 
A ſolemn deſcant, awful, ſad, and low, 
Is all our mournful ſtate affords ; a 
Let your hands dwell among the tardy chords, 
Urge flow the lab'ring ſtrain, that ſpeaks the ſufferer's woe. 
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EARLY thy flight, thou pureſt gentle dove, 
Early, to manſions of eternal love; 

For ever, ever, haſt thou wing'd thy flight, 
No more to glad my fight. 


Vet not alone I bide, the penſive muſe 


Her viſit pays, with cypreſs crown d; 

When filence drinks the midnight dews, 

She leads me to the cemetery's bound, 

Where, thro' the mournful yews, 

That wave the ſullen head, | 

Oer the heap'd manſions of the mould” ring dead, 
The moaning hollow blaſts, at intervals, reſound, | 
And hark, in fancy's ear, 

The wailings of departed ſhades T hear. 
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Oh moon, why doſt thou ſhroud 

Thy beauteous face within a fable cloud? 
Is it, to give my woes relief, 

By ſympathetic grief ? 

Sure, my neglected locks are ſill'd 

With pitying drops, by thee diſtill'd. 
Alas! thy glancing luſtre play*'d _ 

On the tomb where ſhe is laid. 


I ſee the characters engrav'd, 


Which oft my Rps have kiſ'd, and oft my forrows lav'd, 


That tell, how hope forſook my widow'd heart, 
When I beheld, whate'er of good and fair, 

In being I had known, 

And fondly, vainly, mark'd it as my own, 
With Clara, to the ſilent tomb depart ; 

And leave my ſoul a prey to black deſpair. 


But what is life ? or what is man ? 
Since grief is bounded by a ſpan, 
Tis vain the parted friend to weep, 
To claſp i in agonies the cold, cold, urn, 
And green and freſh with tears the mem ry keeps 
Of thoſe who never ſhall return : 


Poor traveller, 'tis idle to deplore 


The friend, that journey'd on an hour or two before. 
For me, that hour ſhall ſoon be paſt ; 


I fecl my being run to waſte, 
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Diſeaſe and care, with malice: kind, 

| Have half my thread of life untwin'd. 
The thread of life, alas, to me 

Is but the chain of dire captivity. 
How vain are human toil and ſtrife ! 
How heavy is the load of life! 
The hand of age with wintry ſnows 
Hath overſpread my brows. 

A ſecret monitor aſſures my breaſt, 
© The peaceful evening of thy day is near;“ 
I ſce the goal of time appear, 

And hail my place of reſt. | 


O Clara, Clara, let me be 
Waſted ſoon to peace and thee ! 
What cruel deſtiny was mine, 
Who only breath'd to love, and lov'd to mourn ! 
I hop'd to claſp thy virgin charms, 
Within my faithful arms ; | 
And graſp'd, o miſery, thy ſenſeleſs urn, 
And, o my Clara, what a doom was thine ! 
This moment, number'd with the living train, 
The next, a ſenſeleſs clod beneath the plain. 
My faithful friends, with pious hand: 
Perform this laſt command ; | 
Be my poor reliques Jaid, 


Near that ſeraphic maid. — 
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Tis well, your ſolemn vows are giv'n 3— 
I have no more to ſeek from beav'n. 
Now, am I calm; this wretched world, 
With all its futile cares, 

No more my foul enſnares ; | 
The clouds of vanity, beneath me hurl'd, 
Flit far away, | ; 

And things ſublime diſplay ; 

Thus, from the mountain's airy brow, 
We fee the miſt below, 

As the gales uncertain breath, 


Wide o'er the rocks their duſky volumes wreath. 


END OF THE AMATORY FOEMS, 
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FORSAKE, thou wretch, forſake thy bow'r of air; 
And fit retir'd within thy own deſpair. 

There, call repinings, fears, and ſorrows round ; 

And tear, with ceaſeleſs hand, thine aching wound. 
No more purſue the meteor form of good, 

That dances on the verge of ſorrow's flood, 

Allures the pilgrim from his native land, 

Gilds ev'ry ſpot, but that whereon we ſtand, 

And fraudful gleams, above, around, below, 

To tempt the footſtep to the latent woe. 


When fairy proſpects wanton youth beguile, 
Gay, like their hopes, the ſelf-deceivers ſmile, 
Kind, as their fortune, is the flatter'd mind, 
At peace within, 'tis peace with all mankind. 
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Oh let me learn, my wiſhes to controul, 
And baniſh hope, the ſiren of the ſoul. 
Why ſhould the buſy world my thoughts employ ? 
Its ſmiles, its bounties I ſhall ne'er enjoy. 
Purſue my ſoul, purſue thy ſullen bent; | 
And brood, in ſilence, o'er thy diſcontent. 


Oh bear me, fortune, from the ſelfiſh train, 
To lonely foreſts, and the pathleſs plain; 
Far, from the world, and all its odious rules, 
The ſordid touch of hypocrites and fools ; 
From the fell prudence, and the ſcornful gibe, 
The brutal wildom, of the little tribe ; 
The baſe ſuſpicions, and the ſordid art, 
The creeping cunning, and the narrow heart. 
Better, to talk to echoes and the wind, 


Than men, that want the feelings of mankind. 


From wounded trees, as balmy currents ſteal, 
To nerve the feeble, and the ſick to heal, 
With ſorrow's wound when gentle ſpirits bleed, 
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They pour the gen'rous wiſh, the friendly deed ; 

The bafer mind, that creeps along the ground, 
Weeps deadly venom from th' unpity'd wound, 

The coward thought, to vile ſubmiſſion aw'd, | 


The gloomy malice, and the lurking fraud. 


Thus humble virtue deals a chaſten'd light, 


Thro' grief, as Cynthia thro' the gloom of night; 
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With penſive beam ſhe glides, ſerenely fair, 
And charms us far beyond the noontide glare. 
Oh ne'er to cruelty may ſorrow ſtretch, 
Or make miſanthrope, whom ſhe finds a wretch. 
The wounded boſom ne er to callous turn, 
Nor harden'd anguiſh kindred anguiſh ſpurn. 
In flow'rs and tinſel ſhall the pang be dreſt, 
And garlands hide the vipers at the breaſt; 
No eye behold them, while they neſtle there, 
No boſom feel them, while my ſoul they tear. 
Why burthen others with my weary grief, 
And ſpread the ſorrow, that diſdains relief? 


Lay me, where trees o'erſhade the mountain waſte, 
And meet with knotted arms the chiding blaſt ; 
In glooms unbroken, where the cheering rays 
And healthful breeze had never leave to ſtray z 
Where from the chinky rock the ſtreamlets flow, 


And ſmooth as oil run trickling down its brow, 


Then, roll collected in a ſullen ſtream, 


That never wanton'd with the noon-tide beam. 


Come, gentle ſorrow, fold me in thine arms; 
Let meditation riot on thy charms ; 
A miſtreſs, thou, ſevere, at firſt, and coy, 
_ Whole tardy kindneſs gives a double joy ; 
A joy beyond what youthful lightazſs pours, - 
When wit and frolic lead the wanton hours. 
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The feeble ſpirit flies from ſorrow's frown, 
The braver meets, .and courts her for his own. 
The gloomy ſoul my natal hour beſtow d; 


When heav'n, in malice, cry'd © be poor and proud ; 


« The feeling heart, thou deſtinꝰd wretch, receive, 


Receive the proud prerogative, to grieve; 
* Torment thy boſom, with ſagacious ſkill, 
„And magnify by art thy ſhare of ill.“ 


Come, gentle ſorrow, take me to thine arms, 
In graceful habit come, and ſober charms ; 
Not, in remorſe, repinings, rage, and fears, 
But penſive pleaſures, and delicious tears; 
Delicious tears, more balmy, than the dews, 
That vernal hours in violet bells infuſe ; 

With kindly feelings, come, and heav*nward eye, 
With mighty muſings, and with raptures high ; 
Not ſhe, with eye diftorted, frantic air, 

With mangled boſom, and diſhevell'd hair, 


With ponyard keen, that ever threats a wound, 


And proans, and ſhrieks, that ever echo round; 


While, clad in terrors, arm'd with ſcorpion ſtings, 


Her bitt'reſt tear, her blackeſt frown ſhe brings, 
She comes, diſdaining comfort and controul ; 


She comes, no fiiend but tyrant of the ſoul. 


Well has my ſoul fulfill'd her ſtern decree 3 


And mourning, ſince, hath been a feaſt to me. 
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And let me bleſs the doom—habitual woe 
Imparts a joy, th' aſſlicted only know. 
But neꝰ er at poverty, my foul, repine; 
Nor ſigh for happineſs, if eaſe be thine; 
Self-center'd eaſe, that haughty ſpirits bear, 
Who little have to hope, and leſs to fear. — 
No more the ſport of brute exterior things, 
Whate'er I am, within the mind it fprings. 


The vale of life with rĩiſing miſts is fraoght, 
| And diſtant goods ſeem larger, than they ought. 
While hope, the meteor hope, in pallid ſtreams, 
On gloomy being ſhoots her ſickly beams; 
Sufficient light, to draw the wretch aftray, 
Yet all too weak, to cheer his devious way 
But I have learn'd my wiſhes to command, 
And turn'd my foot, from fortune's fairy land. 
"The muſes wait, to ſoothe my little pride, 
And give th' importance by the crowd deny'd, 
Too proud and idle, for the toils of art, 
The feelings paint, and verſify the heart. 


Come, gentle muſe, I know thy mighty pow'r, 
To glance a ſunbeam on the darkling hour. 
I call thee not, to paint the virgin's ſmiles, 
Her glowing wiſhes, and her tender wiles, 
The ſecret raptures of the ſhady grove, 
The dimpled charms, the revel band of love, 
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Oh not for me, the fullneſs of thy beams, 
Thy golden trances, and thy godlike dreams, 
Yet, throw the veil of fancy o'er my breaſt, 
And ſing the fierce and wakeful care to reſt ; 
While to the page, as to a brother's ears, 
I bring my hopes, my wiſhes, and my fears. 


Ah! not for me the muſe's gifts refin'd, 
The godlike labours of the maſter mind, 
That big with nobleſt faireſt forms of things, 
| Warm into life the bright idea brings; 
Vet, ſometimes, may the penſive pow r ſupply 
The mellow tint of ſummer's evening ſky, 
When deep'ning ſhadows ſeem to move from far, 


And gradual brightens every neu- born ſtar. 


For earthly good, if yet a pray'r aſcend 
Tis, grant me heav'n the ſoothings of a friend. 
Oh may I ſtill ſome virtuous ſpirit find, 

To keep alive my rev'rence for mankind ; 
Some breaſt untainted, in this iron age, 
With creeping cunning, or ambitious rage. 
He, with reluctant, yet diſcerning eyes, 
Shall ſee and mourn my follies as they riſe; 
While ev'ry weakneſs that his eyes explore, 
By claiming pity ſhall endear me more. 

To his kind care ſhall I commit my will, 


To mold and faſhion it with tender ſkill ; 
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My lurking faults, my very dreams impart, 
And put that man, within my heart of heart. 
He, thro! this waſte of folly, noiſe and ſtrife, 

This weary wilderneſs of wretched life, 

Shall ſtay my wand"rings, with aſſiduous hand; 
And guide my footſteps to the promis'd land. 
The ſtreams of wiſdom ſhall my thirſt allay, 
His words, Jike manna, feed me on the way. 
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